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VILLAGE BELLES. 



CHAPTER I. 



A FETE CHAMPETRE. 



Whether Resinats tears originated in a Utile 
remorse, a little repentance, a little love, a little 
agitation at the unequivocal nature of Lewis"» 
language, or a little unsteadiness of spirits occa- 
sioned by thc heat, thc fatigue of Walking, and a 
mixture of all the above mentioned emotions toge- 
ther, it may be difRcult to determine; but as no 
time could be worse chosen for weeping than the 
epoch of a lete champetre, her eyes were speedily 
dried, and she walked forward without casting 
"one lingering look behind." The space which 
she had to traverse before reaching her sister and 
the Goods might be about half a quarter of a 
mile; which, let her pace it as leisurely as she 
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luight, allowed no great iime for composing the 
perturbatio!! of her looks and feelings. " If I 
could but follow Lewis's example," thought she 
as she wiped away her tears, " and run home ! 
But that would never do — Hannah would be 
frightened; and what would the Goods, and the 
Hollands, and tlie Browns, and Mr. Huntlej 
think ? — ^Ten to one, they would guess the truth, 
and I should never hea!' the end of it. My mother, 
too, would find all out iminediately. After all, 
why should I be the least concemed about what 
has passed ? Lewis has behaved very ill. I will 
go through with it with spirit." 

In pursuance of this noble resolution, Rosina 
walked on, trusting that the open air would 
destroy the traces of her tears, but, to ayoid all 
danger, holding her parasol between herseif and 
Mr. Good, thöugh the sun shone in an opposite 
direction. 

"Heydaj', Rosina!" shouted Mr. Good as soon 
as she came within hail, ^'what have you done 
with your beau?" 

Rosina did not think it necessary to scream in 
retum, but as soon as she arrired within speaking 
distancc, she replied with tolerable carelessness, 
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^ Lewis Said he had a bad headache, which would 
make the noise and gaiety of the party too much 
for him, so he went home." 

"Upon my word! The oddest thing I ever 
heard of in my life, to leave a yonng lady to find 
her own way through a wood! It does not speak 
rery highly of Mr. Pennington's pohtencss. I 
hope this headache is not a mere sham, to Cover 
something worse." 

" I thought Lewis seemed unwell before we sei 
out,'' Said Hannah ; '^ he looked flushed, and spoke 
more huniedly than usual.'' 

" So he did," said Mrs, Good. " Oh, he would 
hardly have lefl Rosina in this abrupt way if he 
had not really feit unwell. Nothing is more 
unpleasant than a sick headache when one is 
expected to be merry and talkative." 

" Well," said Mr. Good, " we must not loiter 
here any longer at all events, or we shall arrive at 
the fag end of the dinner, and I am one of those 
who love ^ the latter end of a firay and the begin- 
ning of a feast.' " 

He offered his arm to his wife as he spoke, and 
the two sisters foUowed together. Hannah had 
detected the traces of emotion on Hosina's counte- 
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iiance, but she forbore at present, to make any 
inquiry. It Struck her that she and Lewis haA 
rnost likely had a littie quarrel, and she was sorry 
foF it, but doubted not that all would be set right 
again at their next meeting. Hannah had long 
been only able to ]guess at what passed in her 
sister^s mind, and she had littie suspicion of 
its being wholly occupied by thoughts of Mr. 
Huntley. 

Mrs. Good, whose figure was rather more than 
^mboupoint, began to cotnplain of the heat. 

" My dear," said her husband, " for your com- 
fort, there are some good, substantial-looking 
clouds Coming up in the south, which exceedingly 
r^mind me of my first water-colour piece when I 
was a schoolboy — ' Stonn Coming on' — My stars ! 
if it should rain ! — What will become of your new 
bonnet?" 

" Don't put disagreeable thoughts into my head, 
my dear," retumed Mrs. Good, gaily. " When the 
rain actually comes, it will be time enough to think 
of my bonnet." 

" You are quickening your pace, however, on 
the strength of my Suggestion. So, Rosina, you 
hare been to Mrs. Shivers's, I hear, since you were 
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Sit our house, and had a delightful day. Hanuah 
has been telling us all about it You had aii ad- 
Venture too; were soused into the water, and a 
joung gentleman jumped in afler you. AU thi» 
was mighty pleasant and romantic. It was lucky^ 
however, that neither of you caught cold." 

" I did take cold," said Rosina, " and only leit 
my room this moming." 

" Then I think your mother did not shew iitr 
usual prudence in sending you out to dine on the 
grass. However, your cold was not very bad, TU 
answer for it, or you would have sent for me. 
Whirr ! There go the partridges ! I shall try lo 
have a day's shooting this week. Is your young 
Cousin — ^your Mr. Pennington much of a shot ? " 

^* No^ I think not," said Rosina, absently. 

" No, he never shoots," said Ilannalu " Mr. 
Pakenham was laughing at him for it, on Monday 
evening, and caUing him a Humanitär ian. I 
thought few young men would have bome raillery 
with so much steadiness and good humour." 

" He could bear to be shot at then, it seems," 
observed Mr. Good, " and by the shai-pest of wea- 
pons, the poisoned arrow of irony. Well ; I Uke 
Jhe young man Ihe better for it — it speaks well for 
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him — it is what few are equal to ; though as to 
not shooting, on the score of its being a cniel 
amusementy thaf s all nonsense^ Nobody thin]» 
any thing of it." 

" Lewis would teil yoii," retumed Hannab, 
" that people cboose not to think of it, because, 
if they did, they must confess that it is a cruel 
amusement." 

" Then he would talk nonsense," said Mr. Good. 
" Those kind of speeches make a young fellow ap- 
pear very pragmatical. If Mr. Pennington chooses 
to nm counter to estabüshed customs, he should 
be contented to indulge Ins own whims, without 
wanting to engrafl them on other people« All that 
over-refinement, and making one's seif out to be 
better than any body eise, has a very priggish ten-* 
dency; and I don't Hke a fine young man, such as 
Mr. Pennington, to be a prig." 

Mrs. Good warmly defended Lewis from any 
taint of priggishness, and, before the subject was 
exhausted, they reached the rendezvous, where the 
eider Miss Hollands were busily unpacking the 
baskets, and settling precedence between lamb and 
chicken, while Phoebe and Jemima Brown were 
flirting with Huntley. Lewis was not missed tili, 
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^ü idttiog down to their pic-nic, Miss Holland ex- 
claimed, " Where is Mr. Pennington ?" 

*' Dear, yes ! where is he ? " echoed Miss Pboebe. 
** I declare we had quite forgotten him." 

^^ He has made off, ladies,^ said Mr. Good, 
" without saying with your leave or by your leave 
— gone home in a fit of the sulks, or with a sick 
headache, whichever the case may be." 
" Cool !" Said Hunüey. 

" Cool ? I never heard any thing so odd !" eried 
Miss Phoßbe, " so rüde, 1 may say ! Extremely 
tiresome, when we have so few gentlemen." 

^^ Oh, you can^t pretend to miss him mach, at 
any rate, as you owned just now you had quite 
forgotten him." 

" Only, what with one sending an excuse, and 
anotber not Coming, and another tuming back, the 
party is quite broken up.^ 

" And after setting out with us and all ! " chimed 
in Miss Jemima Brown ; " young men give tliem- 
iselves such airs now ! " 

" So they did in my time," said Mr. Good ; " I 
donH think they are a bit altered." 
** Well, I think they are," said Miss HoUand ; 
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" however, 1 dare say we shall do vasÜy well witli 
out Mr. Penaingtoii." 

" Dear, yes ! wc're quite independent of him," 
Said Miss Phtebc, bridling. " I only wish we had 
asked Mr. Sam Good, instead. He always sets 
something plcaaant going." 

" And is not too fine for bis Company," added 
Miss Margaret. 

" No, indeed, If there's anything I dislilte, it's 
haughlinesa, and what yoii call capriciousncss, — 
caprice." 

If these are the delights of a. feie champHre, 
thougbt Rosina, one may almost as well dine in- 
doors as on the grasa. 

HunÜey had been playing with the yoimg 
Goods, and chasing tbem over the heath. He 
now ran off in bis tum, followed by the cbildren 
in füll cry, and instead of retuming to bis old 
quarters, took refuge between the Miss Wellfords, 
the youngest of whom smiled complacently at tbe 



" Mine was a fatiguing walk, this raorning," 
whispered he to Rosina. " If you knew what 
hard werk it is to play cavalier" servente to five 
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piain women at once ! I shall take care tx) avoid 
such a scrape agttin/* 

Then, tuming to Hannah, " What a pretty spot 
this is," Said he, " for a feie cliampitre ! We 
want nothing but a giiitar, some floating drapery 
twined through those trees, cloaks, feathcrcd caps, 
and moustachios for Mr. Good and mjself, and 
ball^dresses for the ladies, to render the whole 
group fit for Stothard," 

" To this it might be objected,^' said Haunah, 
with a smile, " that the drapery would be utterly 
useless, that nobody could play on the guitar, that 
in ball-dresses we should infallibly catch cold, 
and that Mr. Good's cheerful countenance, quite 
in keeping with his blue coat and beaver hat, 
would be completely out of character with a 
Spanish hat and feathers.*' 

" You do not object to my donning the cap and 
cloak, I perceive, at any rate. And how do you 
know that 1 cannot play the guitar? 1 can^ I 
assiure you. I have been a scholar of Berto- 
lini's;' 

" Indeed !" exclaimed Rosina. 

Huntley smiled. " If you should hear a guitar 
tiukling beneath your window, some night,*' said 

Bd 
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he, ^^ be sure not to suspecime of being the seren- 
ader." 

" But indeed I shall!" she retumed, " A Se- 
renade \*^ repeated she to herseif, " how romantic! 
"=— how delightful ! " 

" I cannot teil," resumed Huntley tö Hannah^ 
in a loitered tone, " what makes me in such high 
spirits to-day ! I seeiii at the summit of felicity — 
every thing wears a smile to me.'^ Not every body^ 
though, thought he, as he cauglit a pouting look 
from Miss Phoebe. 

" Fine weather often makes üs feel happy 
without our knowing why," said Hannah : " at 
ieast, it often has that efiect on me. How plea- 
Itant it is to sit here in the shade, looking at tho 
Äunshine." 

" Contrast, contrast, — the grand principle of 
enjoyment. In the shade we look for sunshine ; 
in the parched desert, the traveller looks towards 
the oasis^ As retirement to the statesman, so is 
the gaiety of London to the retired man. Did you 
never consider how much of our happiness depends 
üpon contrast?" 

^^ I think that health and sickness, prosperity 
and adversity, wonderfully relieve each other." 
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*' You use the word relieve in a painter's sense,*" 
Said HunÜey, smiling with pleasure. " I will teil 
you where one powerfully feels the effect of con- 
trast :— at Somerset House. Amid the heat, glare, 
and crowding of the exhibition, I have gazcd with 
inexpressible delight on some rural landscape, 
which has transported me in imagination firom the 
fashionable flutter around. I have longed to 
breaüie the cooler air, and inhale the firagrant 
seents that have seemed to belong to the niiniature 
prospect; But, sitting at our ease oh some hmk 
or rustic bench, and enjoying the variety of rural 
Sounds around us, We are apt to fancy it is their 
comparative stillness, whereas it is the sense thej 
imperceptibly convey of life and activity, which 
interests the mind; The twittering of busy birds, 
the hiun of industrious bees, the running to and 
firo of ants, the milkmaid's call, and the mower's 
scythe, all bring öur own luxurious . idleness in 
pleasant contrast with others' employmenti*' 

" The Salt, Mr. Huntley, if you please,*' said 
Miss Brown, in a tone which shewed that the 
contrast of his own idleness with others* employ- 
ment was not quite pleasant to ^very one. 
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^* May I have the pleasnre of taking wine with 
you, Miss Brown?" said he, anxious to re-esta- 
blish his falling character. 

** Yau are making nothing of a dinner, Han- 
nah," said Mr. Good. " For my part, I declare 
that this brisk air makes me eat 

' As though ezoess of appetite did grow 
By whatitfedoQ.**' 

" I am uiicommonly fond of these rustic parties,** 
said Miss Jemima Brown, sentimentally, "they 
always put me in mind of Shakspeare's * As You 
like It.'" 

" What, where Orlando comes in at dinner time 
with his sword drawn, and bids the Company 
*forbear and eat no more?'" said Huntley^ 

" Unpleasant that," said Mr. Good, taking 
another slice of tongue. 

" It was very pretty, though, to see ihe duke 
and his court dining under the trees," said Je- 
mima. 

*^Bless me, Miss Jemima, did you Uve in 
Ardennes forest in those times ? " 

" La ! Mr. Good, you kno w I mean, at a play .'» 

" Oh ! pasteboard trees, were they ? Well, 
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etrery one to their taste, but I must say that there 
is nothing at which I less like mere looking on, 
than a dinner." 

" I wonder if we shall have any Company at 
Heeley, this season/' said Miss Holland. 

" I hope we shall," cried Tom Good, " for papa 
has promised we shall go, the next time there is a 
play." 

" Have you usually a good Company?" inquired 
Huntley. 

" Pretty fair," said Mr. Good. " I am a great 
fiiend to Thespis, and usually give the theatre the 
benefit of my patronage. The poor wretches are 
miserably fitted out, and are obUged to be actors 
of all work. T often see the same coat figure in 
tragedy, interlude, and farce, in the course of 
one night; and a mock ennine boa which has 
begun the evening as a trimming to Lady Mac- 
beth's royal robe, has next made its appearance 
on the dress of a Russian countess in Love in 
Wrinkles, and finally encircled the neck of our 
Catalani." 

" Alias, Mrs. Hodgkinson," said Mrs. Good. 

" Teil me not of Mrs. Hodgkinson — to me they 
iure Catalani, Braham, Kemble, and Mrs. Siddons. 
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I like tlie spirit of good nalure which prevails in 
our little Company aod which makes tliem willing 
to share aJI tljings in conimon. Thal lioa ia 
actually the property of our Miss O'Neill. The 
Eociability of these two actresses might put some 
grealer stars to the blush." 

" It is bcginuing to raio, I declare!" ciied 
Jemima Brown in alarm, " 1 fcU a great drop feil 
OD juj face." 

"Alas! my wife's bonnet!" cried Mr. Good. 
" I laid her a wager it would be spoUt the firat 
time she wore it. My dear, 1 sympathize with 
your feeliugs. Ycs, the sky looks rery thieaten- 
ing — you ladies had bettcr gct under cover. 
Hannah, why did you insult us by coiuing in a 
gowu tbat would not spoilf Malicious girl! you 
will do notliing but laugh at the uucasiaesa of 
others. Ncver mind Üiedirtytablecloth, Fanny — 
Let it lie— 

' Is (here nol rain enatigh in the sweel heHveni 
To wosli it wliilti as aaow ? ' '' 

" Your quotatioDs from Shakspcare, Mr. Good, 
arc certainly felicitous," said lluntley laughing. 

Tlic raiu now comincnced what Misis Brown 
tenned " a regulär pepptr," and the ladies bujitiljr 
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scuddedbeneath the shelter afibrded by a few large 
trees, where, bj means of shawls and umbrellas, 
tbey succeeded in secnring their dresses from 
injiury. Some litüe time and trouble, however, 
were expended in their arrangemcnts, and a few 
Utile peeps at temper were afTorded to the keen 
70ung artißt. 

^ I declare my silk slippers will be spoilt fot 
eVef and ever,'* said Miss Brown. 

" I told you how it would be, Harriet,** said 
JTiemima. 

*^There, don't put me in mind of it now. 
What's done, can't be undone.** 

" No, but some people will never be the better 
for experience. If this should bring on one of 
your attacks on the ehest, now, you^ll be sony 
forit!'' 

" You have snugly housed yourselves, indeed!** 
said Mr. Good, rubbing his hands as he approached, 
and looking as merry as if noihing were the matter. 
" This is a famous firm dry bank, and T don't think 
the rain will penetrate the leaves. We wiD * sit 
upon the ground and teil stränge stories of the 
deaths of kings.' Come, Tom! you shall begin.** 
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The death of a king, papa?" said Tom with 
fiimplicity. " Will William Rufus do ? " 

" Extremely well, my boy," said his father, 
laughing. 

Tom told his tale roundly, and was rewarded 
by the ladies' praises of his memory. Embol- 
dened by the encouragement he had received, he 
puUed Mr. Hmitley by the arm. " It's your tum, 
öow," said he. 

" With all my heart," said HunÜey, always 
feady to answer an nnexpected draft on his Ima- 
gination. " How must I begin? In the old- 
fashioned way, ' once upon a time'? Did you 
ever hear of King Harold ?'* 

" I should think so," said Tom proudly. 

" Then * listen, lords and ladies gay,' for I am 
going to teil you a very moving story." 

Huntley remembered the tradition, which re- 
lated that Harold did not die on the field of Has- 
tings, but was found, the night after the battle, 
by his wife and a friar, who recovcred him from 
his swoon and conveyed him to a hermitage where 
he remained concealed for many years. Huntley 
worked up these circumstances, which he imagined 
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tiarold to divulge on his dying bed to William tbe 
Conqueror, in a very striking manner. It wai 
just such a tele as might have been admitted into 
one of our fashionable annuals, and it was received 
with exclamations of " beautifiil — delightful — ex- 
cessively pretty — very." 

" None of us can hope to invent any thing like 
that, I am sure," said Mrs. Good. 

" No, indeed," said Rosina. 

" Oh ! do let us try," cried Phcebe HoDand. 
' ' It is a capital amusement, and Mr. Good was 
very clever to set it going." 

" Nay, the merit of doing that, lies with Tom," 
said he, " but pray carry it on, ladies." 

" It is your tum now, Miss Phoebe," said Hunt- 
ley, mischievously. 

" Mine ! Oh ! I'm sure I shall never be able to 
think of any thing. It's so long since I read any 
thing about kings. Not since I was at school, 
I'm sure. Dear me ! let me see. — Woidd ihe story 
of King Charles in the oak do ? " 

" As King Charles did not die in the oak, it 
certainly will not," said Mr. Good. 

" Ah, true. Well, I'm sure I can't recollect how 
he died — ^in his bed, I suppose — Oh yes — King 
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Charles the First, Second, I mean, died in hls 
bed, at an advanced age, in spite of the efforts of 
his friends and physicians; and was deeply la^ 

mented by his subjects, young and old •* 

(" especiaUy the Puritans," muttered Hunüey.) 

" Who, though they knew they might have 

had a better king, thought they should most likely 
have a worse." 

" Very good ! " said Miss Jemima. 

" There ! I have told my story," said PhcBbe, 
looking round for applause, ^^ and I hope you all 
like it." 

" Kxcellent, admirable ! " said Huntley, " we 
can only lament that it should be so very con- 
cise.*' 

" Oh dear, I am nothing of an tw^rovisator^ 
or whatever you call it! So now, Mr. Good, I 
call upon you.'* 

" Oh, you and Mr. Huntley have quite put me 
' in the dumps," replied he. 

** Mr. Russell should have been here to help 
US,** said Huntley to Hannah. She smiled assent 

" After all," said Miss Margaret HoDand, " it 
is not much of a game. We can only teil 
things, you know, that may be better read in 
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Iiöoks, and we are not quite such children as 
to like stories. If we had thoughi, now, of bring« 
ing a paxjk of cards " 

« — ^We might just as well have remained in 
the Grange parlour," said Mr. Good. 

" Whjr yes, so we might; and as it has tumed 
öut, that would have been the best plan after all— 
only we should not have had a fete champetre.** 

" I wish I had a sham pate," said Mr. Good, 
" for this is a vile draughty comer I have chosen, 
and I believe I have caught a cold in mjr head 
already." 

Fanny Good joyfuUy announced that the rain 
had ceased; and after waiting tili the drippings 
from the leaves had a little subsided, it was 
unanimously agreed that they should pick their 
way back to the Grange as well as they could. 
During the last half hour, Huutley had been 
paying Hanuah more unequivocal attention than 
he had ever ventured to do before ; and now that 
she walked homewards between Phoebe Holland 
and Miss Rosina, he fluttered round the party, 
and in the absence of other beaux, laughed and 
talked as much nonsense as any three might 
have done. He was, as he himself observed, in 
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mmsuaDj high spirits; and Mrs. WellfoTd^s ab^ 
aence, and the approachableness inseparable firom 
an out of doors' party, gave a ÜTcly fireedom to his 
looks and language, which, in proportion as he 
adyanced, made Hannah retreat. She had nerer 
feit anj thing particular in his manner to her 
before, and in the conrse of this aftemoon, was 
(Mice or twice rendered uncomfortable by it. Ro- 
sina was not whoUj without dissatisfaction : 
Iluntley found so much to say to every body, 
that no one, and she least of all, could complain 
of neglect, yet she woidd have wished his atten- 
tions not quite so general. On reaching the 
Orange, they found that Mrs. Wellford had sent 
them dry shoes, umbrellas, and shawls; and 
Hannah, quitting Huntley and Phoebe Holland, 
came towards Rosina with a painful blush, and 
a»ked her whether they might not as weD go home 
at once. 

"Why?'' inquired Rosina, who was stoopin^ 
to tic her sandal, and consequently did not per- 
ceive Haunah^s uneasiness. 

** We are very wet, — and your cold may be 
uiade worse, you know. I think we might as 
well go/* 
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" We have been wet, you mean; we are not wet 
now — and my cold is quite gone. Oh, I think 
we had better stay — ^it will seem so odd to go 
before tea." 

" Very well," said Hannah, who thought it 
might seem odd, and also dreaded Mr. Huntley^s 
ofiering to escort them home. The Miss Browns* 
brother, Richard, who had been expected the 
night before, had arrived at the Orange in their 
absence, and Matthew was coraing to tea. He 
presenüy entered, with his crony Sam Good. 

" I thought Pennin gton would be here,** said 
he to Rosina, after looking round the room. 

" He was here in the moming — he went home 
with a headache." 

" Did he? If I had known that, I would have 
looked in on him — I would rather have spent 
a quiet half hour with him than have come into 
this noise and bustle, for I feel rather stupid this 
evening, myself. What an uproar the Miss 
Browns are making with Mr. Huntley. Did 
you have any Champagne to-day? Every body 
seems in tip-top spirits." 
" I am sure I am not." 
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^*No, you look pale and tired. Ten to one 
you have increased your cold by getting veiy 
warm wiih Walking in the sun iu the first place, 
and then sitting on wet gi'ass or standing under a 
tfee, where there is always sure to be a draught 
Enough to give half of the party rheumatic 
fevers." 

" Don't put such shocking things into mj 
head." 

" Well, I hope nothing will come of it. How 
dumpy I feel this evening ! Mr. Huntley is flirt- 
ing with Hannah now. I suppose he'U make the 
tour of the room. I don't think so much of his 
manners, now I have seen Lewis Pennington. 
Huntley is a man of the world, but Lewis is a 
man of birth and breeding. Good heavens ! what 
a laugh Haniet Brown has! Not much breeding 
to spare in that quarter, I think. People may 
come from London, and yet not abound in gen- 
tility. I wonder whereabouts that Bloomsbuiy is, 
they are always talking of. A good way from the 
west end, I should fancy." 

^^Why, Matthew, what makes you so bitter 
to-night?'' 
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" Am I bitter ? Well then, lo please you, 111 try 
to be sweet. What a swcet turban Miss Holland 
has on !" 

" You ought to offer jour Services to her at the 
tea-table." 

" No, no, there are men enough to do that, Mrith^ 
out me. I shall preteud not to see I am wanted. 
We are such a large party that there are not enough 
chairs, and if I were to leave my place, Mr. Hunt- 
ley would whip it up before I could say Jack Ro- 
binson ! He has been shifling from one foot to 
another these ten minutes.*' 

" I dare say he is tired with his walk.** 
" His walk ! what a walk ! Not half so far as l 
have been to-day. All over to Hundleford on 
foot, and nobody at home when I got there. If 
that was not enough to — " 
"Ha,ha,ha!~" 

" What ai-e you laughing at, Rosma ?" 
" I have found out what makes you so surly." 
" I surly ?" Said Matthew, colouring. " If I am 
surly, it is because I am tired and vexed with 
Walking five miles in the sun, and iive miles back 
again in the rain, and all for nothing. There ! I 
have caught Miss Holland's eye now ! She beckons 
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to me. I must go ! What a pity, when you and I 
were so pleasantly talking off our weariness to each 
oüier !" 

Matthew lost bis place, as he had antieipated, 
and Rosina seemed marvellously resigned to the 
change in her companions. A noisy tea was suc- 
ceeded by a more noisy game of forfeits, ostensibly 
for the sake of the young Goods, though it was 
carried on with equal spirit by many of the grown 
up members of the party. Farmer Holland loved 
to promote meniment, and Huntley and Rosina 
delighted him by the liveliness with which they 
kept up Ihe game. Towards nine o'clock, Mat- 
thew Wellford found himself Walking home be- 
tween his sisters. 

" Well Rosina," said he, " I hope you and Mr. 
Huntley have been talking nonsense to each other^s 
satisfaction." 

" Now, Matthew, don't be ill-humoured. Peo- 
ple do not come out to make themselves disagree- 
able to their hosts and hostesses, do they ?" 

" Why, no — only I think there was rather toö 
much of it to-night." 

"Ofwhat?" 

" Of noise, and flirting, and romping." 
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*' Romping ! oh, Matthew [" 

*^ I donH know what eise you could call Phcebe 
HoUand's nmning off with Mr. Huntley's hat, and 
his running aft^ her.'' 

^' Oh, there I agree with you. I thought you 
were alluding to me." 

** Aad evöB you — ^ began Matthew. 

*^ And even then,'' said Bosina, appearing not 
to hear him, ^^ it was Phoebe Holland's &ult, and 
poor Mr. HunÜey ran afler his hat Teiy unwill- 
ingly." 

^ It is my opinion," said Matthew, abruptly, 
" that grown people ought never to play at chil- 
draa's games. They are sure to go too &r, or dse 
look awkward, as Hannah did to-night, when it 
was her tum to f<»:feit. Their mirth can never be 
like the mirth of children. Ignorance of decorum 
and wilfiil forgetfulness of it are two Tery diffisrent 
things." 

^^ Very diffi^ent," repeated Hannah. 

^^ And I am sure, you, Hannah, wished moare 
than once that my moiher had been of the party." 

'^ WeU," said Bosina, with a sigh, ^^ altogether 
it has been a jdeasant day." 

VOL. II. c 



" I should not havc thought a raiiiy feie cham- 
petre could have been very delightful.''^ 

" Oll ! but iny dear Matthew, the raiii did not 
begin tili dinner was quite over, and even then, 
ive amused ourselvea very well under the trees." 
« How ?" 

" By telling stories, Mr. Huntley invented a 
most beautifiil tale — " 
" Pshaw !" 

" Quite on tlie spur of tlic moment, Matthew *." — 
" Pshaw !" 

" And what do you thinV ! He plays the 
guitar !" 

" Pshaw !" repeated he with tenfold emphasis. 
" lliat has lowered him ten per cent. in my opi- 
nion. How ridicnlous, how contemplible, for a 
man, an Englisbman to play on a guitar! I wotild 
a» soon play on a penny whislle!" 

Rosina was too much hurt to reply, and Ihey 
leaclied thcir garden gate in silence. Hannah 
and Matthew then eschanged a cordial Kre- 
wel], 

" Qood night, MattJiew," said Rosina coldly. 
" Good night, Rosina," replied he, taking hold 



A 



VILLAOE BELLES. 27 

of the edge of her bonnet, and obliging her to tum 
her head to jield a reluctant kiss. ^^ I am sorrj 
I have vexed you by my grumbling, which I did 
not begin in eamest. Come, Rosy, you and I 
won't quarrel, shall we?'* 

" No, indeedy Matthew,** replied she, entirely 
relenting. 

** That's right," he replied; " my mother is in 
bedy I dare say, so I shall not go in again. Good 
night." 

The girls entered the garden. Both were glad 
to find themselves at home. Hannah had had some 
pleasure, but with considerable alloy. Huntley*s 
conduct had distressed her; Lewis*s ij^sence had 
made her uneasy ; added to this, was the consci- 
ousness that her mother was unwell at home, and 
the fear that Rosina might suffer firom the change 
of weather. Äs for Rosina, her head ached tor- 
mentingly; she was tired, feverish, and half ex- 
ulting, half unhappy. She feit elation and yet 
remorse at having refused Lewis; afiraid of its 
Coming to the knowledge of her mother and sister, 
and of their reproaches. Come what might, she 
thought she could neyer suffer too much for Hunt- 

c2 
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ley, and yet Lis conduct Üiis evening liad becii 
very equivoca], and lilled her with a vague, un- 
easy sentimeot of jealousy. Weariod by the iioisy 
gaiely at Fanner IIolLmd's, she longcd for rälence 
aiid darknesR, that she might thiak nver all that 
had bappeiied and might liappeu. 

Mrs. Wellford had sat iip for her daughters; 
and had the aatisfacüon of telling thein that her 
head-ache had left her. " Have you bad a plea- 
sant day, my dears," said she. 

" Yciy pleasant, mamma/' replied they both, in 
an accent of resignation. 

" I bave not been witbout visitors. Lewis bas 
been here." 

" Indeed," said Hosina, colouiing wJÜi alanu. 

" Yes; he told me thereasonof bisquittingyou 
so abniptly. Poor fellow ! I was well disposed to 
]>ily him when I was siiffeiing, myself. He was 
i'videnlly feverish and far from well. I fear be 
caught cold that day at the Pleasance." 

" I am surc 1 hope not," ejaculated Rosina as 
she iightcd her l)ed tändle. 

" So he is going, to-morrow, it seema." 

" Going!" axclaimed Uaimah. 
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^ Yea-; (fid not he mention it to either of 
yoH?'' 

'' Not tö 106.'* 

" Nor tö me." 

^^ Well, thflit i» Strange.- Hi6 redFjr appeared 
quite mored when he wished me good b'ye; but I 
told him I took it for granted we should see him 
to-morrow before he started." 

^^ Well, I am surprised at his leaving us so 
soon,^ Said Hannah. 

Rosina could not say that she was. It was easy 
to gather firom what had passed, that Lewis had 
not betrayed the reason of his quitting the gipsy 
party. Mrs. Wdiford appeared wholly free from 
suspicion. After talking over the events of the 
day for a short time, they wished their mother 
good night. The »sters undressed in silence. At 
length, just as Rosina was preparing to lie down 
on her pillow, Hannah said eamestly, 

^^ Dear Rosina, just teil me one thing. Did 
Lewis — ^ 

" Oh ! don't keep me awake by talkiug of Lew- 
is," eried Rosina impatiently> " my head aches to 
distraction, and I am dying for want of sleep." 
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Hannah was silenced, and after meditating on 
the litüe she knew of whathad passed, yielded to 
slumbers as sweet and tranquil as her own dispo* 
sition; while Rosina remained to toss on her pil» 
low, and vainly seek refiige £rom her disquieting 
reflections. 
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CHARTER IL 

MEDITATIONS AND VEXATIONS. 

When Rosina awoke the next moming, she re* 
membered having settled just before she had fallen 
asleep, that if her heart had not been pre-engaged 
by Mrw Huntley, it would have been impossible to 
have withbeld it fiom Lewis Pennington. She 
had thought over every syllable that had been ut- 
tered, and had been forced to acquit Lewis of any 
unjustifid[)le bittemess of language; nay, she went 
back to the evening at Mrs. Good's, and thenee to 
the whole of Lewis's stay at Summerfield, and she 
feit that however she might resent his charging 
her with coquetry, it was not undeserved. If she 
had been convinced from the first, that she could 
not retum his affection, she ought to have avoided 
a thousand opportunities of which she had availed 
herseif, of perplexing and teazing him. The fact 
was she had been yain of her power; she had de- 
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lighted in liveting his chains, without considering 
or caring how much iMs paltrj pleasiire was coim- 
terbalanccd by the uneasiness of an honest and 
warm-hearted yoimg man. Now, the last proof 
of his affection had been given ; the offer had been 
made; and stränge to say, the prerogative of re- 
fusal had occasioned more compunctioa than sa- 
tisfaction. To balance the knowledge of having 
wounded a veiy feehng heaxt, could be set no 
village gossip, no wonder and envj of female 
friends. Lewis had proinised to keep the secret; 
aod there was nothing she more chreaded than its 
being surmised or divulged. Rosina sighed. Han- 
iiah siept, though the early sunbcams streamed 
through the white curtains: she iherefore softly 
rose from her sister's side, dressed herseif noise- 
lessly, and went down stairs. Leaving Betty, with 
her hroom and tea leaves, in undisputed posaes- 
sion üfthe parlour, she entered the gaiden. 

It was usually Rosina's custom to pay a visit to 
her flowers before breakfast. This was wellknown 
to Lewis, who had occasionaily strolled down the 
laue, as if by accident, to bave the opportunily of 
exclianging an early good-morrow with her. Per- 
haps as slic now bent over her roses and pinks, 
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she #a4( half et:pecting, half wishkrg tliat b^ might 
stdal (fowti thi» kme, tö gire her an' opportimity of 
speaking etad^ loeki&g kin^y b^(Mie diey paried 
for ever. As if in echo to her th^öughts, a quickr 
Step was heaird behfaid the hedge Rosinar^s heart 
beat fast; the garden latch was radsed, and she 
darednot look ap, though she heard some one 
approaching. Bendmg^ o^er her flower border^ 
she afiected uot to hear the quick breatfaing of the 
intrud^r, who was either much agitated' or griev^ 
ously out of Inreatb, thoagh h^ crimson cheek 
betrajed het consciousness« 

Alas! how much artifice was wasted! Mr. Rus- 
sdl's foot^'boy, hight Joseph Gibbs^ unoeremoni- 
ously dispell^ aU illusion by saying " A letter, 
mij^;^' — toüched his hat^ and wair gone. Bosma 
feit a p€är^ of disappdintment; she recognized 
Lewis^a handwritingy and hastening to the most 
sheltered part of the garden, she t<Mre open the 
letter, and read asfoQows: — 

" If there had been the slightest word^: look, ot 
action of your's, Rosina, during our yesterday's 
conversation, on which I could, upon >eflection, 
build any hope, I would not now leave Summer'^ 

c3 
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fiekl; but I can recall none. /was hurried awaj 
by passion; you were angry with me, but still, if 
you had feit aiiy latent emotion of tendemess to. 
wards me, you would have betrayed some relent- 
ing, some disposilion to bear with my wayward- 
ness, and to set matters riglit between us. There 
was nothing of this kind. Yoiir assertion that yon 
could not retum my affeclion was uncontradicted 
by your look and tone. Be it so then. Hearen 
knows in whata delnsion I liave been lifiiig during 
the last month ; — but it must have been of iny own 
creating. I suppose I came to Summerfield coii- 
Tinced that such a wondrous fine fellow as myself 
must necessarily carry all before him. Certainly, 
I httle thought of a rival, and never drcamt of the 
possibUily of yoiir affections being pre-engaged. 
I am now no longer deluded or unjust. I no 
longer accuse you of coquetry. As you truly süd 
yesterday, our affections are not in oui own power. 
— I feel that they are not. A mist seems to clear 
from before my cyes, and I see that from the very 
ßrst evening of my airival here, you preferred 
Huntley. I believe that you had and have some 
kindliness of feeling towards your old playmate 
and Cousin ; and to this I now ascribe all the looks 
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and words which, at the time, I attributed to a 
warmer interest« Give me credit för this candour^ 
^sina — a sleepless night has been spent in at« 
taining it. To be equally willing to allow tbe 
blamelessness of anoiher^ is out of the question^ 
No, I cannot thiuk of him with temper. I belieye 
he is deceiving you: beware, therefore, dear Ro- 
sina, lest you lean too strongly on a broken reed; 
be very cautious, lest you should awake to all the 
anguish of disappointment. Even supposing him 
to be sincere, I cannot consider him worthy of you. 
Neither am /, it may be said: there is some dif- 
ference, howeveT) betWeen us, in birth, connex- 
ions, and education. No matter — these may not 
be indispensable points: therefore I breathe my 
wishes for your happiness — your mutual happi- 
ness. In accordance with your request, I have 
kept our secret; though I had to stand rather a 
severe cross-examination from Mr. Russell. Per* 
haps— ^ 

" Oh ! how hard it is to pteöerve this cold, unitii«^ 
passioned style! — In another half-hour I shall 
leave this place, which, in spite of what has 
passed between us, will always be dear to my me* 
mory« I know your mother will think it stränge 
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that I quit Summerfield witlioat again seeing her: 
but I could not mcet you vrithoiit hazarding my 
self-command; and raliier than give you pain or 
incur your displeaaure, I prefer being accused of 
want of politeness. I cannot aa yet retum to my 
happy liome, I shaJl go on to Chedworth, where 
an old tutor of niine lires, Who is, at preaent, very 
ill. Tliere, I shall probably overcome tlie first 
angiiish of my disappointment; and then, — not 
tili then,— prepare to raeet the inquiries and pe- 
netrating eyes of my father and mother. The last 
inoiith has been spent in a nianner worse than use- 
less: active esertion is what I owe to others and 
myself, and will prove my best medicine. Once 
more, farewell. 

" Lewis Pennington." 



Rosina's tears feil over this letter. " He does 
me more than justice," aaid she to herseif; " I 
have not been as free ftom coquetry as he allows. 
Ah! warm and impetuous as he always is, vexed 
as he was yesterday, what must it have cost him 
to acquire thie temperatc tone ! He wishes his 
rival may be happy ; he dares not retum to his 
belovedhome — Generous Lewis!" 
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With a heavy sigh, Rosina folded up the letter, 
postponing its re-pemsal tili she wassecureof meet«- 
ing with no intemiption. She paeed the garden, 
endeavouring to reCorer her tranqtdHity, tili Han- 
nah summoned her to breakfast. 

The day was bleak and cloudy. After break - 
fast, Rosina brought out her drawing niaterialSy 
and began to use them rather listlessly. Since 
Huntley had been engrosded by his own pictore, 
he had had little time to spare for giying her in- 
s^ruetion, and^ deprived of this exciting motive for 
perseverance> Rosina's diligence had sensibly 
slackened. Her mother did not, indeed, derire 
mach benefit öx>m this circumstance; Rosina 
gave her as little assistance in needlework and 
household cares as when her drawing^lessons first 
began to engross all her momings ; neither had 
she lätely made any progress in books of improve- 
inent. Much of her leisure was spent before the 
looking-glass ; at other times, she read in a de- 
stdtory manneT^ frittered away half honrs and hours 
in fancy work that might be conveniently taken 
up when Tisitors were by, or idly sat over her 
drawing-book, peticil in handj wondering in what 
sort of a house Mr. Huntley lived, and how she 
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should like London aud wliat she should be 
thought of, if it should ever be her fate to be esta-' 
blished there. Dinner parties, soiries, silk pe- 
lisses, new fumiture, gay acquaintance, Üie opera, 
the Üieatres, Hjde Parli, flilted before her ejes. 
Miss Kosina Wellford was in a fair way of being 
Bpoiled. Nothing but a little adversity had much 
chance of saviiig her. 

Huntley called, just as ßoeina had set out her 
colours, to rcquest she would allow him to finisli 
her picture. She was just in the humour to ac- 
cede, and quickly removed her desk and portfolio. 
It was too cold for sitting oiit of doors, and severaJ 
arrangtments wcre uecessary in ordcr to raake 
room for Huutley's apparatus. Every thing at 
length was settled to bis mind; and while cn- 
gaged in laying bis pallet, be talked over the fite 
champetre. Mrs. Wellford had only bad a mat- 
ter-of-fact account from Kamiah, and bils and 
snatches from Rosina ; consequenlly Hunüey's 
lively skctcb conibined novelty with aniusemeut. 
Hannah had no want of deference to complaln of 
lo-day. The eamest adinber had Bunk iuto tb« 
industrious artist ; and no Booncr was the pallet 
laid, than grasping tbe rest-iitick and brushes as 



L 



VILLAOE BELLES. 89 

Jove might seize his thunderbolts, he plunged ioto 
his task, and never broke silence except to reiterate 
his request that Rosma would tum her head a 
little more to the right. Thus, with her eyes 
averted from the easel and nothmg to divert her 
mind, her thoughts, whether she would or no, fol- 
lowcd Lewis gloomilj riding to Chedworth* 

HunÜey had lately seldom pürsued his work 
with such fireedom from intemiption, and his pro- 
gress was proportionably rapid. Mrs. WeUford 
was called off from watching his brush, and un- 
willingly quitted the easel, leaving Hannah occu«» 
pied as she had recently been herseif« 

" How the finishiug touches telly Miss Well- 
ford !" Said Huntley. 

" Yes, indeed," said Hannah. " You put touch 
on touch where I can see no need for them, and 
the result is perfect magic/' 

" It is the *poco piü^ — the little more^ replied 
Huntley, " which enables connoisseurs to detect 
die difference between an original and a copy. 
Vulgär eyes cannot perceive the fine touches 
which give the living spirit to the whole, and 
Tulgar hands cannot execute them. Tbere ! I 
think I have finished my work for this moming. 
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Stay — ihere is a light catching the hair, whicb f " 
have not yet touched in. Observe," continiied 
he, \vith animation, " how beaatifully the 
falls on that dark chesnut braid, raaking it 
lutely glitter in its brightoess !" ßosina's h« 
beat wilh the idea that he was admiring her, 
whereas he was only admiring the effect. " I haVe 
caught it !" said he, " Corae, MisB Rosina, and, 
see how Orpah starts frora the pannel." 

Hannah was called fiom the room hy lier mi 
ther. HunÜey sat down t« re-touch a fold of the 
drapery, and bent eamestly over hls werk, while 
Rosina'a hand rested on the back of his chair: 
" There !" exclaimed he, looking up triumphantly, 
as his brush produced an uiiexpected effee^ 
" What do you ihink of that ?" 

At this monient, Mr. Russell entered, and 
siiia thought she had never seen bim look so c: 
His brow was clouded, and his countenance 
lost its usual beuevolent smile. HunÜey 8hoo1 
him by the hand with friendly warmth, but Mr. 
Russell greeted him coldly, and stood for a rainute 



ibsa^^l 



M 

Mr. 

o ..„ _, , nute ^^^ 

looking at the picture, though it did not seem H^^^| 
üx his admiration or even attention. " I suppo#^^^H 
it is ncarly ünishcd, is it not ?" said he. ^^^H 



Whot caa make Mr. Russdl so iU-hamoured ? 
tboäghtRosinaw CanmyrefoBalof Lewis — i Bot 
she remembered that Lewis had kept her sectet ; 
änd siie then sopposed that he nrast have been 
displ«»ed at seetng her leaimig on the^ back of 
Mr. Huntley's chair. Can he be jealous ? «osflLf 
noty^ thaught she;. yet BosiiMiwa» b^mmig to 
be yery creduloua of her own omnipotence. 

Mrsv Wellfbrd and Hannah ahnost immediately 
followed Mr. Bussell into the parlour. 

^^ How is Lewi&?" enquired Mrs. WeUibrd. 

** Lewis is gone,^ replied Mr. Russell. 

^^ Gone !" repeated Mrs«r Wellford, Hannah, and 
Huötley. 

" Yes," Said he, gravely, " his departure was 
sudden." Bosina thought that his eye feil on 
her. 

'^ I knew he wa& going to leave Summerfield/^ 
Said MrSi Wellford, lath^ hurt, " but I oertainly 
expected he would call to take leave of us. I told 
him as much yesterday evening.^ 

** He commissioned me with his apologies,'^ 
Said Mr. Russell. 

" Rathear abrupt, this,'' said Huntley, tuming 
suddenly towards Rosina, with a smile. Sh» 
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bluahed like crimson. Immediately the truth, or 
BOmetliiiig lue the Inith, flashcd on Hunüey's 
mioct. 

" Very stränge indeed," repeatcd Mrs. Wellford. 
" I should not have expectcd this of Levos — so 
much as he has been with üb." 

" Appearances are against him, I must confess," 
Baid Mr. Russell; " but I can assure you that no- 
thing was farther from bis wish than ihat you 
should think him unpohte or ungrateful." 

" Unpolite ! Politeness has never been a qües- 
tion between his family and mine," said Mrs. 
Wcllford, still evidcntly hurt. " I had thougbt we 
had bccn on a more friendly footing tlian that of 
mere polileness." 

" Well— yon must demand an 6claircisset«ent 
from him the next time you see bim, and in the 
mean while, argue, as I do, from his known cha- 
racter, that he liad some good reason for his con- 
duct. We can do notliing eise — unless any of 
the present Company can cnlightcn us." 

" He will be mueb missed by you," said Han- 
nah, " as he will by all of us." 

" I do not know how you ladies will miss him," 
retumed Mr. Russell, drily, " you take tlicse 
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things yery philosophically ; but / shall miss him, 
I assure jou ! I never lived under the same roof 
with a more attachable companion. His liveij 
spirits were accompanied by a certain warmth of 
feeling which prevented them from ever wearying ; 
and beneath all tbat boyish carelessness of manner 
was more solid sense than some might give him 
credit for." 

A pause succeeded this eulogium, broken by Mr. 
Rus]ßell's resuming with ^^ Uad you a pleasant 
day, yesterday, Rosina ?" 

" Very pleasant, extremely pleasant,** replied 
she, colouring« 

^^ I am glad to hear it/* said he, though in a 
roice that did not express much satisfaction. ^^ I 
should have thought you would hardly have re- 
covered so soon aller your narrow escape firom 
drowning." 

^^ Oh, I am none the worse for it,** said Bosina, 
playing with her peneU. 

" Have you seen any thing of Mrs. Shivers 
since ?" 

** She sent very politely to inquire aller Rosina, 
the next day," said Mrs. Wellford, " and the ser- 
vant told us she was quite well." 
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1 " Where a lady is in the case," observed Mr. 


Russell, " there is seldom any lack of enqtiirie», 


and conceni, and consideration. No seirant came 


f to enquire after Lewis." 




1 " That would hav6 beeii too ridiculous,' 


Said 


Huntley. « We are supposed to be able to 


Shirt 


for ourselves." 




1 " I was glad, though, to find," said Rosina | 


1 hesitatingly, " that Lewis was not the wer 


efor 


the ac cid eilt — " 




1 " How do you know that he was not ? / think j 


he was." 




" Do you f Dear me, I am very sorry — " 




" Lewis is gone to Chedworth, is he not?' 


said 


Hannah. 




" Yes — to Mr. Bateraan's." 




" How long will he be on the road?" 




" A day and a half, or perhaps two days." 




" Perhaps he may rehim this way to Stoke [ 


Barton." 




" No, he means to take the westem road." 




Iluntley, not finding the converaation verj 


en- 


livening, began to wash his brnshes. 




" Are you for Walking to-day, Huntley?" 


said 


Mr. Russell, aller aiiother pause. 




i k 1 


■ 
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" With all my heart," ssdd Huntley cheerfuUy, 
'^ if yöu will wßit tili I have packed up my tools.** 

^^ Well, tlien, I am your maQ, £ot I waat a brisk 
waU: and an exciting companion to rouse my lazy 
spirits this mon^ng.'' 

^* I am ready," said Huntley, locbing hi» hoKf 
and rapidly removing his easel. 

^^ So am I then,^ said Mr. Rufisell, taking up 
his bat ^^ Good HiQnii9g, Mrs^ Wellford ; good 
b'ye, Hannah ; — good moming, Bosina.*' 

They left the room ; but Hivi^y presenüy re« 
tunied for one of his gloves, ^' I fear I shall not 
have a very lively coiopanion, fliis mormng,^ 
muttered he wilh a smile, as he passed Bosincu 

^^ What in the world can bave made Mr. Bus« 
Stell so iU-teuipered to^y ? '^ cried she, as soon a» 
the gentlemeQ were out of hearing. ^^ He was 
downxight cros^, surly, and dis^gieeable«^ 

^^ Hush, xny dear Bosina," retumed Hannah 
gently; ^^ he is only vexed and out of spiritsat 
haying upexpectedly lost Lewis/' 

^ IJj^xpectedly lost Lewis, indeed ! ^ r^eat^d 
Bosina. ^^Did the m^ thi^k he wa^ goi$ig to 
live here all his life ?-^If he 4i4, be wa^ Teiy fcol- 
ish,! cwtdlhim!" 



[ 
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This was not destined to be the pleasantest day 
of Rosina'B life. Matthew came in the evening, 
to drink tea witli his mother and sisters. Roslna 
was aloiie in ibe parlour on Ms entrance. He had 
scarcely inquired after his mother, when he ex- 
claimed in a vexed tone, " Why, Rosina ! Lewis 
Peiinington is gone '." 

" Yes, ao I find," 

" So you find ? — How came he to go off so 
suddenly ? " 

" I do not know wliat you call sudden — he was 
not a fixture here, was he?" 

" A fixttire? no — bnt considering he was not 
limited to time, and tliat every body in Summer- 
field had been very civil to him, I should have 
thought he would have given us a littJo notice of 
his intentiona, and taken leave of bis friends. 
' Sow a Card, and reap an invitation,' you know, 
and vice versa. I never was more surprised in my 
life than when he stoppcd his horse at the gate for 
a monient tJiis moming, and told me he was on 
hia way to Chedworth. Mrs. Good had not the 
least idea uf his going, and of course, must feel a 
little hurt at his uot calling on her. 

Mrs. Wellford now entering, Matthew weut 
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over the substance of all he had been saying be- 
fore. 

" If Lewis had taken leave of Mrs. Good,** said 
Mrs. Wellford, " it would be more than he has 
done to us." 

^^ Well, it is a queer business altogether, mother. 
/ think that Rosina, here, could teil us something 
about it." 

^^ I, Matthew ? Praj do not talk such non- 
sense," cried she, colouring deeply, and seeking, 
she did not exactly know what, in her work 
basket. 

^* I do think so, though, Rosina." 
** You think wrong." 
" Come, now, Rosy, be candid." 
Her mother's eyes were fixed on her, and Mat- 
thew's arm was round her waist. 

" Pray, Matthew, leave me alone," said she, 
with eyes füll of tears, " I cannot bear it," And 
disengaging herseif from him, she left the room. 

" What do you think now, mother ?" said Mat- 
thew. 

" I hardly know what to think," said Mrs. WeU- 
ford, uneasUy. " You had better not renew the 
subjeet when she retums ; perhaps she will speak 
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candidly to me, if we let her take her own time. 
Fossibly she may have been disappointed in the 
extent of Liewis's afiection. She could hardly ex- 
pect him to speak opeoly yet. He may have beea 
a&aid of going too far without his father's consent, 
and resolved to break all off tili tbat was secured. 
His head-ache yesterday, was rery hkely brought 
on by mental uneasiness.^ 

Matthew scrupulously abstained from xnention- 
ing Lewis again. Bosina, however, throughoutthe 
eveningy dreaded the renewalof the subject, andfdt 
fidgetty whenever her mother's eyes were upon her. 
How very pleasant it is to hare had an offeir ! 
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CHAPTER in. 

VIOLETS. 

A SECOND little rose-coloxiFed note firom Miss Pa- 
kenham, reminded Rosina of her promised visit, 
and claimed her as Mrs. Shivers^s guest on the 
following Friday. Engrossed as Rosina*s mind 
was bj Huntley, his image had now to hold di- 
vided empire with lawns, jaconets, and book-mus«" 
uns, whkh rendered her heart not unlike that £s- 
sected by the Spectator. 

One sitting more was to complete her portrait. 
On the Saturday of this busy week, Mr. Huntley 
called at the cottage rather later than was his 
wont) with a roll of music in his band, which, 
after paying his compliments to the ladies, he pro- 
ceeded to unfold. 

" Here are a few songs,'' said he to Rosina^ 
^^ which I believe you have never tried — I desired 
my sister to runmiage them out of some old port- 
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folios of inine and to send them down, in hopes 
they might afford you a litüe amusement." 

" How very kmd !" said Kosina, coloumg, 
and looking towards her mother. Then hastily 
glancing over the songs, — " Rossini, Cimarosa, 
Carafa,— how very charming ! — A siater, have you, 
Mr. Huntley ? You never mentioned her, before 
— is she young f" 

" YeB, — about Miss Wellford's age, I shovüd 

I^ppose." 
" And her naine— " 
" Emmeline." 
" Emmeline ! what a beautiful name ! Is l^ 
veiy pretty f " 

" Ob, — well enough," said Huntley, earelessly. 
" Come, will you trj' this duett, ' Oh, nolte soaye V 
It is very beautiful." 

" Will you explain the words to me first, Mr. 
Huntley ? I do not like siuging what I do not un- 
deretand— it is so difficult to give the rigfat ex- 
I , pression." 

Huntley took up the songs, one aUei another, 

I and literally translated them. He eren wrote 

down the English words under the Italian with 

I liia pencil. "It is a pity you do not study Italian," 

Ite '. 
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«aid he. ^^ It is the sweetest and most finoiiute 
laagiu^ in the world. Beside^ Italy boasis so 
many fine poets, whom joa ean only imperfecta 
zeliah tkrough the laaefiom of translationck^ 

*^ Ohi I should like to und^rstand it extremely^ 
l^ut I have neither teach^ nor bodks.^ 

*^ I pruK^ipally taiight mjud£^ said HunÜey, 
** aikl if they will be of any sarice to you or your 
«ister, I shall have pleasure in sendiog fox my 
Italian books firom towiK'' 

'< I üm^,"" said Mrs. WeBfixrd, '' Rosina wifl 
bordly have leisure or perseverance— — *• 

^* Sureh^, I am not wanting in perseverance ?^ 
Intaifiq^d Rosina, with a mortified ahr. ^^ You 
know, mamma, Miss Pakenham reads Italian; 
and perhaps, whai I am at the Pleasance, she will 
give me a litüe instruction> I msiy not have 8U<^ 
onoth^ opp<Hrtunity.'* 

^' Are you gcHng from hoHief " ciied Huntley. 

" Yes; I am going to Mrs. Shivers's on Fiiday,'* 

Himtley^s eyes flashed with a momentaxy ex^ 
pression which was quite inexpUcable to Rosina^ 
She tried to fancy it was only suiprise, and yeC 
it had se^ed like exultation. 

** WeD,^ I must try to get on mih your sister's 

D 2 
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picture, and surprise you on your retum,'* said 
he, unable to prevent a look of complacence firom 
fi[tealing over. his features. ^* The Pleasance is a 
very beautiful place, is not it? You must taie 
your sketch-book with you, and endeavour to 
seize some of its finest points of view.** Aftef a 
Short sUence, he rose and wished good moming, 
forgetting his proposal to take part in " Oh, notte 
soave ! " 

Kosina remained thoughtfully leaning over the 
songs. ^^ Mr. HunÜey did not mean that music 
to be accepted as a present^ did he, Rosina ?" said 
Mrs. Wellford. 

^' I do not know, mamma,'' said she, starting. 
" Why doyou äsk?" 

" Because I should not wish it to be accepted. 
It would not be right." 

" No, certainly not," said Rosina, coloiuing. 
" Oh, Mr. Huntley never thought ofsuch athing. 
He only meant to lend it." 

" You know he said that his sister had found 
the songs in an old portfolio," said Hannah. 

" They look new and clean, however," said Mrs. 
Wellford. 

'^ Here is one which is soiled," said Rosina. 
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** Oh, we need not doubt bis word. Even if he has 
been so gallant as to buj them and invent the 
Story of the portfolio, we need not be so scrupu-» 
lous as to Institute an inquiry, Surely that would 
be wrong.'' 

" And unnecessary," said M rs. Wellford, " AIJ 
that I beg is^ that the songs may be leamed or 
copied, but not kept.** 

Rosina instantly looked for some music paper, 
and the aftemoon was spent in altemately copy- 
ing and practising Mr. HunÜey's songs. 

On Monday she sat to him for the last time ; 
and again a little circumstance happened which 
gave her uneasiness. The day was so fine that 
they had resumed their seats in the garden ; and 
as Hannah stood looking at her sister's picture, 
she took a rose and some mignionette which had 
3omewhat faded, jfrom her bosom, and threw them 
away. Huntley finished his moming's work ; and 
the ladies, who were going to Heeley, retumed to 
the house to dress themselves for the walk. Rosina^ 
however, missed her handkerchief, and retumed 
back to look for it. She saw Huntley, whose back 
w^ towards her, stoop eagerly to pick up the dis- 
carded flowers, press them to his Ups with energy. 
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and haatüy conccal thein. Rosina stood transfixed 
for a raoment, and Ihen hurricdly retxaced ber 
Steps. No sooner was she out of sight than she 
stopped, her cheeks in a glow, to consider wbat 
had happened. Here had been no artifice, no 
attenipt at eflect. Huntley conld not have sus- 
peeted that a creaturo M'as near him. His action 
had bcen tbe romantic and spontaneous result of 
his fcclings. Kosina was bewildered, amazed, 
and angry, yet could hardly tolerate her own 
suspicions. Smothering convicüon under the 
persuasion that she must bare been tnistaken, ehe 
entered the house. But althotigh ßosina tried to 
deceive bcrself, she could not maint^n her nsiiaJ 
ease of manner towards Mr. HuuÜey. She coldly 
drew back from his offcred arm as he prepared lo 
accompany ihem on their walk, and took that of 
her motUer. " He deserves a Utile punishment at 
any rate," thought she. HnnÜey, rather surprised, 
bui not a whit chsappointed, ofFered the rejected 
arm to Hannah, and seemed little sensible of the 
designcd inortification. Mrs. Wellford and Hannah 
were equally cheerful, and Bosisa alone was sad 
and silent. 

In the eveiiing, Matthew drank tea with his 
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familj ; and an important question wIbus discussecL 
How could ßosina be conveyed to tiie Heasance i 
Miss Pakenbam had made no mention of Mrs. 
Shivers's carriage, and thotigh this might be firom 
forgetfiüness, it Was awkwaid to depend upon an 
uncartainty. Mt. Good's gig — ! Did Matthew 
think it would be anking too mucb, to request that 
be might drive bis sister oyer ? Would Mr. Good 
be affionted ? Would it be puttmg bim to much 
inconvenience ? Matthew did not know. As to 
Mr. Good's being affironted, there was not the 
least Chance of that — he bad never known bim 
affircmted but once in bis life, and that was by 
Parker of Heeley. He woüld not mind asking for 
the gig, plump, if he thought it could be spared« 
The tbing was, that old Eippis required noW to 
be Seen every day, and the Grove lay in an oppo- 
Site direction to the Pleasance. Howerer, if Rosy 
was not tied to any particular time, and did not 
care wbetber she went late or early, he Would see 
what could be done. 

Mr. Huntley came in just as the tea things had 
l^een removed. He wiois anxious to know wbetber 
Rosina had tried bis music. After a little per- 
suasion, the piano was opened; and duett and 
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»ong sncceeded each oüier tili tlie collcctiou was 
exhausted. Huntley was delighted with the man- 
ner in wMch Rosina accompanied him, and she, 
in spite of the litüe contre-temps in the mormng, 
was only too well pleased with bis praise. Mrs. 
Weihbrd puisucd or laid down her needle-work, 
listened to ihe singers, and talked to Matthew by 
tuma. Matlliew, who began to beheve Ihat 
Huntley was to be bis brother-in-law, — whether 
guitar-plajing were a manly accomplishmcnt or 
no, — inechanically snipped to pieces- a remnant of 
ribbon which Rosina had intended for a bonaet 
string, and drew heads of dogs and borses on the 
Cover of her scrap book. This album had hcrelo- 
Jbre been devoled to extracta from ancient and 
modern authors, SDatches of poetry, historical 
summaries, tmits of riilage cbaracter, and Euch 
remarks on books, scenery, flowers, and natural 
hiatory as might engage the mtnd of an iimocent 
and inquiring girl of sixteen or seventeen. Some 
lines scrawled in Sam Good's round text on the 
last Valentine's ßay, 6rst broke the uniformity of 
the evenly written pages : they began with, 

" Come, rore with tue, Rotinii, 
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a üsJsehood which noihing but the difficulty of 
finding a rhyme could have excused. From this 
era, the scrap book assumed a different character. 
Idleness had caused it to be laid aside tili HunÜey 
had become domesticated in the family; and to 
Sam Good's Valentine verses succeeded some 
closely written pages on colouring and perspec- 
tive ; the result of HunÜey's verbal Instructions. 
To these were annexed some stanzas by Herrick, 
written down by Huntiey from memory ; and here, 
Matthew remarked, the scrap-book opened of its 
own accord. Several contributions from Lewis 
Pennington foUowed ; all affecting to be general, 
though bearing some indirect allusion to Rosina : 
for instance, Carew's old song beginning with 
" He that loves a rosie cheek;" Üie same poet's 
" Lover's Complaint — " 

'* Now all things smile, only my love doth lower ;*' 

and two or three rather pointed passages from 
Madame de Genlis. Matthew saw their applica- 
tion and shut the book with an angry sigh. Han- 
nah, unusually idle, sat by the piano forte, her 
cheek resting on her band, and her mind lulled 
into that passive enjoyment of the present, and 
absence of regret for the past or anxiety for the 

d3 
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iütiire, whicli the Tiirks dcarly ptirchase by tiie 
use of thcir favourite but dangerous drug. Hunt- 
ley was perhaps inspired by lier softly ftinilmg 

eycs, 

" Slild BS the moonbeama wlich on fotintsins tremble." 

Hk voice had certainly never owned more fasci- 
nating tones. ßosma sighed with regret when the 
eveiiing tenninated. Her suspicions had been 
completely forgotteu : unfortimately for her present 
tranqtüllity, they were soon to be re-awakened. 

Lady AVorral had not been seen or heard of for 
severaJ days. Mrg. Wcllford, fearful she hatl had 
a relapse, wished one or both of her daughters 
to call 011 the old lady. As Hannahwas finishmg 
some fine work for Rosina, she offered either to 
accompany her or ivork for her in her absence; 
the latter ofwhich, on accouat of her approacbing 
Visit to Mrs. Sliirers, Rosioa prcferred. It was a 
pleasant walk to Lady Worral's, and ahc arrivcd 
at the houae without any adventtire. Her ladysbip 
was rather rheuinalii.', but by no means seriously 
tndisposcd, and very glad to have some one to 
listen to the detail of her complaints, When she 
liad eshausted the subject of her growing infirra- 
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ities, her ladjship began to inquire for the news 
öf the yillage; and on finding that Lewis Penning- 
ton had left Summerfield, she rated Rosina so 
soundlj for letting bim, as she termed it, slip 
through her fingers, that Rosina was very glad to 
take leave. Instead of retuming bj the shadeless 
newlj gravelled carriäge road, she took a nairow 
path leading through a small copse, which termi- 
iiated in a gate in the park palings. Distressed 
by the bluntness öf Lady Worral^s language, she 
gravely walked on, her eyes fixed on the gronnd, 
tili she was starüed by the quick slamming of the 
litÜe gate. She looked up, expecting to see some 
one approaching, but the gate was before her, 
and nobody to be seen. It was evident, therefore, 
that some one had preceded her, who might 
possibly have been sitting on a wooden bench 
at no great distance from the gate. As Rosina 
passed it, she saw what seemed a letter lying on 
the ground; and taking it up, she looked for the 
direction, to discover to whom she might retum 
it. To her no small surprise, it proved to be 
a drawing of Hannah's, folded up in a portable 
shape, the reverse side closely covered with 
writing. How a drawing of Hatinah's could 
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possiblj come into such a Situation, Rosina could 
not divine: it was one of her best attempts at 
copying jfrom nature, and merely consisted of a 
qoloiured group of violets. Kosina tumed the 
paper, and jseeing $ome rerses headed " The 
Violet," began to read them, supposing her sister 
had been Struck with their appropriateness, and 
had copied them from some book. The writing 
was so cramped in order to get several stanzai^ 
into a litüe space, that it might be that of Han- 
nah or any one eise» How great was her surprise 
when she read as follows L 

** Where shall I match my fair one*iB eye« ? 
Not in the azure of the skies — 
The bird*8^ye is a shade too pale. 
So is the harebell of the vale: 
Only the violet^s darker dye 
Gan match the colour of her eye. 

^' Where shall I matdi her breath's perfame ? 
Not where the gorse and heather bloom — 
Not in the hyacinth*s sickly smell^ 
Not in the cowslip*s scented bell: 
Sudi heavenly fragranoe may be met 
Only in the violet. 

*' Where shall I match my fair one*s min4? 
No emblem of its charm I find 
in the heat and vulgär glare 
Of the gaudy bright parterre ; 
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Should I seek her image yet, 
'Tis still, His still the violet ! 



'' In fragrance, modesty, and hne, 
Two sweet resemblers here I view. 
But oh, feil thought ! upon the dead 
IVe Seen young violets scattered. 
Cease, similes ! Must Hannah*s bloom 
Like theirs, be gathered for the tomb ? 



»» 



Bosina stood aghast. The colour suddenly rose ^ 
toher temples, and as suddenly faded away. The 
verses were HunÜey's ! He loved Hannah ! 

Sitting down on the bench, she remained with 
her eyes fixed on the tell-tale paper, tili tears came 
to her relief. But they were quickly checked by 
Indignation. Lewis had been right: HunÜey had 
been playing a double part. How Kosina's heart 
swelled with anger, disdain, and shame, at the 
idea ! He should find that he could deceive her 
no longer: she would shew hitn that she com- 
pletely saw through him, and that his insidious 
conduct excited no other emotion than the most 
entire contempt. But, insidious? Had Mr, 
Huntley really deserved that epithet? Could 
she bring any particular speech or action of his 
to substantiate the Charge ? Many, many ! was at 
first her answer to herseif; but on rapidly nin- 
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ning over Üie past, sho knew not on what lo 
fix her accusation. His crimes were as untangi- 
ble as motes in sunbeams. His language had 
been that of common gallantry : looks and tones 
had heen/e/( as raeaningmuch, btit had they been 
intended to mcan as mucb as bad been understood 
by them ? Huntlcy seemed unable to address a 
woman except with empressement ; Rosina had 
often been' angiy with him for throwing away 
sentiment on Phoebe Holland; and allowing for 
her own greater claims to youth and prettiness, 
perhaps his attentions to her had meant no more 
than to PhcEbe. Mortifyiag, intolerable thought! 
Rosina sigbed bitterly, and attempted to arrange 
her ideas, but tbcy weie in pitiable chaos. She 
read tbe verses over again. How came they there f 
Mr, HunUey miist have been disturbed by her 
approaching footsteps, and have accidentally drop- 
ped them in bis retreat. Could he have caught 
a ghmpBo of her white di'ess through tbe copse- 
wood, and have mistalen her for Hannah ? It 
was not unlikely, and in that case be might have 
intentionally left tbe verses in her way. The 
drawing must have been stoIen : Hannah coaM 
never hnveffiven it. ItoBina's eyes remained äxed 
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on the paper. Lewis*s waming again and agaiil 
recuired to her memoiy« ^^Ah, Lewis !** thought 
she, ^^ love made yqu jealous, but it also made 
you clear-sighted ! Why would not 1 believe 
you?'' Then as Üie thought retumed ihat she 
was not loved by Huntley, tears swelled into her 
eyes; and she envied Hannah the possession of 
affections which she was sure she did not ap- 
preciate« " Happy girl ! " thonght she, " and yet 
what happiness can be too great for her ? I can 
hardly think she has been blmd to all that has 
been going on ; yet if she really is nnaware how 
mach I haye been attached to Mr. Huntley, her 
feelings shall never be embittered by my con- 
fessions and complaints« I hope I have too 
much generosity, too mach pride for that ! " 

She remained sitting in a kind of dream, an- 
conscious of the lapse of time, tili the striking 
of the village clock made her start. Then,heroic- 
ally resolving to resign Hontley without a sigh, 
she hastily wiped her eyes, put the verses in her 
pocket, and pursued her walk home. It was the 
first great trial of Rosina's life. 

By the time she had reached the garden gate, 
i^e had acquired a fererish sort of commond over 
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her Bpirits, which she lioped would enable her to 
behold the most evident proofs of Huutley's fickle 
aÖecüon without betraying any emotion. Hannah 
was in the parloiir when she entered it, tumlng 
over the leaves of some boots with apparent in- 
terest. 

" Oh, Rosina," said she, " here aie the ItaUau 
books which Mr. HuuUey offered to lend you. 
He sent to town for thera the same eveuing, and 
has just brought them himself. Was it not kind i " 

" Very kind," said Kosina abniptly, without 
even looking at them, " but it docs not much sig- 
nify. My &Jicy for leaming Itahan has gone 
off." 

" How very changeable of you, when the poor 
man Iias taken so much trouhle to please you!" 

" He täte trouble to please mcf" repealed Eo- 
aina, whose Indignation was rapidly oblaining the 
masteiy of her pmdence ; "I am not the ouly 
person wlio is" — chmigeahle, she was going tu 
add, but checking heraelf in time, she ran up 
stairs that she might not lose her self-command. 

On her retum she found the parlour empty, and 
with a sigh she examined the books. There were 
a dictionary, a grammar, and an ' Italian Reader,' 



L 



VILLAGE BELLE8. 6S 

sömething the worse for wear, interspersed, not 
with schoolboy scribblings, but with sensible notes 
in Mr. HunÜey's handwriting, forming very good 
stepping-stones for any one who, like himself, at- 
tempted to struggle tbrough the difficulties of the 
language without a master. There were also two 
small Yolumes of Metastasio, elegantly bound, on 
the fly leaves of which was inscribed the name of 
^ Emmeline Huntley/ in a delicate Italien band. 
Rosina stood with her eyes fixed on the name, 
tili tears feil on the page. She hastily wiped them 
away; then drawing the verses from her pocket, 
she smoothed them and placed them in the port- 
folio of their rightfiü owner, leaving them to take 
their chance of meeting the eyes of her to whom 
they were addressed. She had scarcely done 
this when her mother entered, and inquired how 
she had found Lady Worral. Rosina briefly in- 
formed her, and then sitting down to her needle- 
work, pursued it in unbroken silence. 

In the course of the aftemoon. Hannah hap- 
pened to open her portfolio. " Dear me!** ex- 
claimed she, as she tumed over its contents, " here 
are the violets I thought I had lost!'* Rosina 
made no reply; and presently looking up from her 
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work, saw Hannah silently reading the verses. A 
slight colour rose on her cheek, but sbe made no 
coniment on thcm ; and withdrawing thcm from 
the portfolio, quilted the room. Rosina pursued 
her worb with a sigh. 

It was fortunate for her that Mr. Himtley di4 
not call thia evening. She conducted herseif so 
as to exeite uo oÜier remark than the silent one, 
that she spoke less than usual, and seemed rathet 
out of Bpirits. At night, her pillow was steeped 
in tears; while Hannah, little imagjning that any 
tliing disturbed her, slept peacefully at her aide. 
" Oh, that Mr. Huntley had never come to Siim- 
merfield ! " was now Rosina's wish. Alas ! there 
appeared httle chance of his soon quitling the 
neighbourhood. Hannah's portrait was still in 
itß first colours. Ou the following day she aat 
for her picture. Rosina pursued her needlework 
by her side, jealously listening to every syllable of 
Huntley's which might confirm her suspicions. 
Älthough his coQversation was imusuaUy common- 
place, it seemed to Rosina, to bclray his afTection 
for Hannah at overy syllable ; and at any rate, the 
greater porlion of it was addressed to her. Rosina 
did not consider that this might partly arise boat 
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her own monosyllabic answers, which reudered il 
impossible for any one to maintain a connected 
dialogue of any spirit or length with her. In spite 
of her intended indifference of manner, her nn* 
wonted silence and flagging spirits conld not fidl 
to l)e noticed. HunÜey feared he had unwittinglj 
offended her, and endeavoured to restore her to 
her üsual cheerfulness ; but his efibrts were vain : 
Rosina was not to be drawn out, even by anecdotes 
of Sir Thomas Lawrence, and disquisitions on Mo» 
sart. He gave up the trial, hoping the young 
lady would find her good humour in her own good 
time ; while Rosina, nnconscious how much pee-^ 
vishness she had displayed, was deceiving herseif 
in the belief that she had exercised great seif- 
command. 

It was fortunate that Resinats approaching visit 
to Mrs. Shivers occadoned so much employment 
for her thoughts and hands. The discovery of 
Mr. HunÜey^s supposed inconstancy had woefully 
depresßed her, but with the Fleasance in prospect, 
it was impossible to be quite miserable. She 
sighed' as she absently pinned and placed the 
sleeve of a firock which she was modemizing. 
The sleeve was stitched into the wrong armhole 
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aad made up inside outwards, so all her work had 
to be doue over agaiu ; and while ehe was &ettiiig 
over her stupidity she forgot lo thiiik of Mr. 
Huntloy. Then, when all was once more in a 
fair trmn, her thoughts were no sooner off duty 
than they flcw back to the violets, to the Sorte» 
VirgilianK, to thc sittings uiider the walnut tree; 
aiid just as sbe was beginning to feel that she should 
never be happy agaiii, — it occurred to her to 
wonder whether Miss Pakenham always wore silk 
stockuigs. Let no gne laugh at Rosina; for 
aniidst the deepest grief, the mmd has a natural 
projjcnsity to relieve itself by momeDtaiy dis- 
tractions of a similar tcndency. 

Friday came; and Matthew was to diive bis 
sister to the Pleasani^e between the hours of three 
and four. But at half-past two, Miss Pakenham 
made her appearance in her aunt's pony phaeton. 
Slie had had no idea that it had not been pro- 
miscd and expected. Only imagine, if, after all 
the doubts and difficullies that had occurred, two 
eqiiipages at Rosina's disposal had driven down 
the laue at once! Matthew would have found 
lliat Mrs. Shivers's carriage literally " stopped thc 
way." 
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Maria had heard that the Wellfords lived in a 
cottage ; a very comprehensive word, which some- 
times desigDates a ground-floor palace. Ceriainly, 
she was rather surprised to find the White Cottage 
so very unpretending in appearance; but she 
praised and admired every thing there was to 
praise and admire, and drove off with Rosina, 
leaving Mrs. Wellford and Hannah convinced that 
she was one of the pleasantest young women in 
the World. This was very kind and judicious of 
Maria, for it is easier to put a family out of 
conceit with their house than to give them ano- 
ther; and a lady cannot help seeing at a glance 
what it would take a genüeman a twelvemonth to 
discover. A few flower-pots, a few books, and 
one or two pretty faces convince a gentleman 
that a mere hovel is a cottage om^; a lady 
sees that the carpet has been damed, that the 
chintz iumiture has washed out, and that the 
apparently rose-wood table is an imitation. Mrs. 
Wellford's table was mahogany. However, — 

Onee out of Summerfield, so many subjects 
offered for conversation, that it would have been 
difficult for the most love-lom damsel to have 
nursed her secret griefs. Rosina was at once 
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transplanted out of her little world; aud, at the 
end of five miles' drive, found herseif among 
people vrho Ihought seldom of Mr. Kussell, sel- 
domer of Lewis Pennuigton, and had never heard 
of Mr. Huntley, 

Mr. Fakeuham liad gone to Bcotland to shoot 
moorfowl; the domestic society, thctefore, at the 
Pleasance, was as confined as that which Rosina 
had left behiiid her; but besides the exertion of 
mind always excited by strangers, and strangeis in 
a higher sphere tban ourselves, ihere was a great 
deal of quiet gaiety in Mrs. Shivers's mode of life. 
Moming visitors wcre not infrcquent, ajid acarcely 
an aitemoon passed without a call being made at 
some park, lodgc, or villa in the neighbourhood. 
This gave Rosina an opportunity of seeing a 
greater variety of society than had ever befoie 
been afforded her; and her Situation as a visitoi 
to Mrs. Shivers, caused her to meet with unfaüing 
attention and politcness. 

One of their earliest calls was on the Hinckleys 
of Hundleford. They found the family at home, 
and yet not at home — that is to say, they were 
practising archery on a lawn in front of the 
dra\ving-room Windows. Mr. Hope and one or 
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twü other loungers w^re looloBg on, and a goed 
deal was said about hearta and darts, and Diam^ 
and Cupid. Rosina was disappointed in her 
hrothe/is &voiirites: the eldest Miss Hincldej 
was plain^ and the younger sisters weie alSected. 
There was a kind of sbowiness about them, bow* 
erer, whicb migbt impose on a veiy joung man. 
Tbey dressed, talked, and carried themselyes like 
beanties, thougb beauties they were not AI 
pfes^t archexy was the grand important business 
o£fife at H«n<Befovd, and noihing eould be talked 
of bujt the loY^ white hats and green feathers of 
^ aichei unifon», Miss Joliffe's graceful attitudes, 
W^. ^if^ Peteiaon^s bad sbooting. 

MnQh $s^oitf:se wei& passing between the selß 
jaiportant Mm. Hope aod on6 of the yonng Mr. 
JEfii^qld^s 9bout a liftc^ Jane Somebody, witk 
lücluoB^ th<^y si^med on very fimiifiar t&noos. Bo« 
si^a» wl^e ioiagination was dazzied by graad 
nftB^e^i listened attentively to. snatches of their 
co^yer9$utiion, auid tbouglaük Lady Jane^ whoerer 
dm W93|, must be 9k rexy odd pevson. Mt. Hope 
ü^^ IQ i^ptures of the ^' old gpbrl." Hev lad^-^ 
s^, it appear-ed, wa^ a bantress. She had lately 
hs^ hemeU in Clearing a fi^-barred gate. Her 
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physicians were mentioned, and Mr. Hope ex- 
pressed with streng feeling his emotions on beisg 
at first told that they could not save her. Tom 
HincMey declarcd his opinion that she was 
$poiled. Mr. Hope contradicted him with eager- 
ncss, and assured him that in another season she 
would he as well as ever. He should tum her 
out to grass ! — Lady Jane proved to he a favourit« 
mare. 

At Mr. Field's at Field Hoase, they found the 
table covered with Methodistical books ; and Ro- 
sina heard doclrines discussed and tenetfl ex- 
poimded in a manncr wliolly new to her, There 
was a Union of simplicity and energy in Mrs. and 
Miss Keld's manner, which rendered it impossible 
to suspcct them of hypocrisy ; and the new ideas 
they awakened tümished Rosina with materials 
for profitable consideration, At Barham Lodge 
again, the Miss Fetersons made such a display of 
accomplishraents and blue-ism, as to give her 
a sickening of pretension ; and at Stepsford, only 
fivc miles from her native village, old Mrs. Johffe 
aad her nicces had so much tittle-tattle to relate 
oftheir neighbours, the Joneses, and the Whites, 
and the Simpsons, and the Atkinsons, and ap- 
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peared to deem all ihe rest of the woild so unin« 
teresting in comparison, that Rosina was led to 
question whether she herseif were not somewhat 
too much disposed to think Summerfield afiairs of 
primary importance. Mrs. Shivers and Miss 
Pakenham amused themselves by commenting 
on the varieties of character which they met in 
these Visits, without indulging in ill-nature ; and 
Rosina profited more by the casual morals thns 
drawn, than if they had fallen from the lips of per- 
sous of whose Station and opinion she stood less 
in awe. She saw Miss Pakenham receive atten- 
tion and admiration without displaying any elation 
or seif conceit; she heard folly reprehended as 
fireely in ^the wealthy and tiüed as in the insigni- 
ficant; she heard pretension ridiculed, and con- 
scientious limitation of expenses praised. She 
heard girls laughed at for dressing beyond their 
Station and neglecting domestic duties, and their 
parents blamed with more severity, for biinging 
them up improperly. Miss Pakenham was lively 
and acute; Mrs. Shivers^s conversation, without 
any tinge of eflfort or pedantry, imited enough of 
natural wit with acquired knowledge, to require a 
little effort to keep up with her. She played ex- 
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tremely well on the harp, and ßosma had an op- 
poitunity of pleasantly improviiig herseif by ac- 
companying her on au excellent grand piano. 
Her fancy for leamiiig Italian retiimed when sfae 
lislened to Maria's tantalizing encomiuioB of 
Tasso, and aaw the beautifui engravings in Mrs. 
Sliivers's Gienisalemme. An hour devoted every 
moniing to tliis Study agreeably excrcised her 
mind ; and the profiision of fine prints and draw- 
ings in the portfolios around her, onlj made it a dif- 
ßcult task to decide which she should first attempt 
to copy. The hbrary was a world of happiness 
in itself. Surrounded by so many sources of 
aniusement, what wonder that Rosina's spiiits 
should rapidly recover from their depression, and 
that she should leam to think of Mr. Hontley 
with a degree of indifi'erence, which to herself sIk 
called resignation ? " Absence," it has been ob- 
«erved, " hte a puff of wind, makes a well kindled 
flame bimn brightcr, but blows a smaJler one out." 
The (isit was prolonged from a weck to ralher 
motc than a fortnight, and its couclusion w*» 
gayer than its opening. Mr. Hope and the 
Hiiickleys dined at the Fleasance ; and pethaps 
Koäina's estunate o£ Mr. lluntley's manucrs and 
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education was rather altered by ihe glimpses thus 
afforded of young men in a rank of life superior to 
bis own ; so tbat from thinking of him somewhat 
more highlj than he had deserved, she now began 
to rate him rather below bis real wortb. 

On the day afler her quitting the Fleasance, 
Mrs. Shivers and Miss Pakenbam were going to 
Hastings. She retumed to Summerfield with 
abundant materials for long details to her mother 
and sister, and with a heart scarcely retaining the 
impress of its sometime love. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



And how sped Mr. Huntley's paiDtiag and woo- 
ing? 

With saüsfactioQ, almost with exultation, he had 
heard of Kosina'B projected absence. Somehow, 
hhc had always seemed to stand across his patli 
— liis feelings and laiiguage had been miscon- 
strued, nor did there seeiii any chance of bis ex- 
plainiug themj tili he had an opportunity of speak- 
ing in plainer terms than he had yet dared to 



Rosina was gone, and the path was clear ! 
lie could finish Hannah's porlrait and besiege 
her heart at the eame time. But Huntley was 
very wary; he was in thorough eanicst, and hie 
genius was as remarkable in love-making as in 
any other art, accompUshment, or science, which 
he had yet mastered. The more his acquaintance 
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with Hannah improved, the more he became 
sensible of the difference between her retiring 
xnanneirs and the approaöhableness of her sister, 
and of the difficulty of awakemng her dormant 
passions and kmdling her Imagination, But re- 
membering that the placidly smiling wave, maj 
anon be roused by the winds to chafe and foam 
on the rocks, and that thunder sleeps unsuspect- 
ed in the sümmer cloud, Huntley trusted that 
Hännah's heart, if once awakened, might glow 
with all the intensity of feeUng he wished to ex- 
eite. Leaving little to depend on her inexperience 
and vainity, and wisely judging of her character, 
he resblved to begin by maMng her like him, hop- 
ing that in time die would like him better than 
she loved every one eise* He entered with ip- 
terestinto all her favourite pursuits, encouraged 
her to tälk to him of her books, her flowers, her 
brothers, and the villagers, discovered a wonderfid 
similarity of feeling betWeen them, declared bis 
passionate fondness for a country life immediately 
aüer giving tantalizing descriptipns of London, 
expressed her own opinions for her better than she 
couldhaye done herseif, or replied to herjemarks 
by a bright intelligent smile and a gnttified ^- that 
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is exactly what I tMak — that is what I was going 
to observe ! " He praised her Javourite authois, 
detected her favourite passages, frequented her 
favourite walks, and sketched her favourite flowers. 
" Dahlias have wanted interesting associatioss 
to me hitherto," said he, " but benceforward, 
they will always remind me of you." Then he ap- 
peared so sensibly to appreciate the excellence of 
Mrs. Wellford's cbaracter, and spoke so well of 
Mr. Russell, and so often of Matthew and ßosina, 
that Hannah's good will was completely secuied. 
Good wiU, indeed, does not amoant to luve, bul 
it affords excellent opportunities for making it. 
Ijannah did not run in from the garden if she saw 
Mr. Huntley Coming down the lane ; and when- 
ever she went to the village or the scattcred cot- 
tages around it, he scldom failed to meet her, and 
to escorl her back. Why should she shrink from 
hiß Society ? He never talked nonsense, as she 
had occasionally heard young mun do, about 
I bright eyes andincurable wounds: to Miss Phcebe 

Holland, for whom he cared not a straw, love was 
the burthen of his lay, while to her he always 
spoke as to a rational being. When, indeed, 
the point of their similarity of taste» and sympa- 
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ibj of minds seemed estabUshed beyond dispute, 
las Speech became more explicit, though still it 
was tme mix voiUe. He spoke of love — not of bis 
own !— but of others ; and historjr, poetiy, com« 
mon life, were all in tum ransacked fbr Ulustra- 
tions, leading to disquisitions ob constancy, de- 
▼otedness^ alSection without bope, all treated as 
gmeral subjects, though broken off with a pause 
and a sigh ; tili Hannab, like the heroine of Mfs. 
Tighe^s exquisite allegorj, dwelt in the atmosphere 
of loye and feit the fanning of bis wings, uncon« 
«cious of bis presence. Her mother was more clear- 
sighted, but she Uked HunÜey, and believed he 
might make Hannah happy. It would not be a 
brilliant match for either^ both had exhaustless 
treasures of mind,r*-of fortune, none. 

Italian became another vebiele of Huntley^s 
passion. Hannah, attracted by the appearance of 
the books which he had sent for Bosina, and ra- 
tber ashamed of her sister^s inconstancy of pur- 
pose, Said she should attempt to make use of theni 
herseif, aud Huntl^y eagerly offered himself as 
her teacher. Rosina, meanwhile, was beginning 
her acquaintance with the language under the di- 
rection of Miss Fakenham, but the progress of the 
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sisters was veiy difiTerent. Rosina toiled throagh 
the tedious routine of grammars and exercise 
books. Huntley ekipped over as much of the dry 
part of the business as possible, and endeavojired 
to lead Haniiah by a new and quick road to the 
sense of her author. He made her read after him 
a stanza from bis pocket Tasso, assisted her in 
construing it, and by frequent repetitioii, possess- 
ed her of the pronunciation. Then taking the 
book from her hand, he translated for her, page 
aller page, of the fascinating story, — closed it with 
a sinile, and to accustom her to tbe eouud, ropeated 
some favourite verse or sentinient in bis beautifiiJly 
modulated tones, tili sbe caugbt not only the ac- 
cent, but the very tone and empbasis of her lover. 
IlunÜey, deligbted with her and with biniself, ex- 
acted frequent repetition of her lesson — for her 
own improTcment, as he would have it believed, 
but in reality, to luxuriate in hearing the voice of 
her he loved utter beautiftil thoughts in tbe raosl 
mosical of languages. Well might MÜton say 

*' Qanu e lingua di col si vsota Ämore." 

Lore breathes in its softness, its repetitions of 
sound, Jts ' feUcitä, cmdelta, amore, ardore, spe- 
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ranza, costanza/ which chime in with each other 
so naturally, that an Italian lover can scarcely es- 
cape being an improvisatore. So many minutes, 
hours, half momings, and whole evenings did 
HunÜey contrive to spend with Hannah, that he 
was seldom out of her sight, and seldomer out of 
her thoughts. like the com which, impressed on 
our hand, we seem stQl to hold after it is removed, 
he, being absent, appeared still present; and 
Hannah, po]Kng over her Italian lessons, watering 
her flowers, or plying her needle, had still one 
image befora her eyes, Coming uncalled, like Abra, 
and changing disguises as rapidly as Matthews in 
his Monopolylogue. 
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CHAPTER V. 



OBSERVATIONS ON THE iBTISt's PROGRESS. 



KosiXA had so much to relate, and her listeners 
were so much interested in the nairative of her 
Visit, tbat bed-time had nearly arrived before she 
made ihe inquiry — " Well ! and how has every- 
thing been going on here ?" 

" Much as usual, 1 believe," said Hannah. 

" That mcans — Mr. Kussell has callcd three or 
four times each week ; Mr. Himtley, ditto, ditto ; 
Matthew has drunk tea with you twice, and Phcebe 
Holland calied once ; Mr. Good has been seeo in 
the village, and Lady Worral at church ; Mrs. 
Greenway has met you at the shop and told you 
that she has had a charming lettcr irom Anne and 
Eliza ; on Monday you were caught in tbc i 
and on Tuesday you canicd au umbreUa to Heeley 
and back without wanting it. Would not that be 
f niiich as usual?'" 



VILLAGfi BELLES. 83 

^* But we have not been to Heelejr.** 

" An evident proof that I was not at home. 
What \ a whole fortnight unenÜFened by a walk 
to Heeley ? No ribbons, bobbins, tapes, or needles 
wanted, nor any wants invented ? You must ha?e 
been shoclÖDgly dismal — or excessively bappy« 
Which?" 

^^ Not particularly dismal,^ said Hannab, in 
the smiling consciousness of having been particu^ 
larly the reverse. 

^ Not dismal at all,'^ said Mis. Wellford, look*- 
ing expressively at Hannafa. 

" Well, I wonder at that, considering / was 
away ; I am of less importance than I thoaght I 
was." 

At night, when Rosina went to her bedroom 
window, she called Hannah to see how beauüfiüly 
the moon was shining. Hannah obeyed, and after 
a few moments^ silence, gendy repeated, 

'* Guarda che bianoa lana! 
Giiarda che notte azura ! 
Un* aura non susurra, 
Non tremola una Stella.'* 

" Why, Hannah ! " cried Eosinai with surprise, 
" are you able to quote Italian?" 
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" I have been leaming a little in your absence," 
replied she, smiling. 

" I have been learaing Italian too, but you 
Beem to know much more about it tbao I do. 
Your fluency, in so short a time, ia quite sur- 
prising! I sbould never have suspected you of 
a talent for acquiring languages!" 

The next inoming, the tvro sisters were sitting 
at work, and Rosioa was woudering to herseif 
what advaiices Mr. HunÜeyhad made, during her 
absende, in Hannah's affections. She wae jnst 
going to ask wbether ihe picture were nearly 

Lfinisbed, and suddcnly looked up, when she pcr- 
ceived a crimson blush on the cheek of her sistor, 
whose eyes were tumed towarda the garden. Ro- 
siua looked the same way, and saw Mr. Hunlley 
passing through the gate. That blush told vo- 
lumes! Rosina again glanced at Hannah, who 
was quietly resuming her work, while her colour 
was gradually reluming to its usual dclicacy of 
tint. 
Before Rosina had much time for speculation, 
Huotley entcred. There was ease as well as plea- 
ßure in bis manner of meeling her — he held out 
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hand to bim, however, with as much coolness as 
she could; and looked towards her sister. Hannah, 
though still slightly blushing, received him with 
as much eyenness of manner as usual ; it was only 
from Huntley^s look and tone that any thing could 
be gathered ; and they were less ceremonious, moie 
open, more expressive of aflTection than Rosina. 
had anticipated. She could hardlj imderstand 
bis having gained so much ground in so short a 
time. He appeared to feel himself on the footing 
of a recognized lover. 

" Will you walk, this moming?'* said he, after 
conversing for a short time on indifferent topics. 

" Do you not mean to paint?'* inquired Rosina, 
with a litde surprise. 

^ Ob no, the colours are not dry. I should do 
more barm than good if I touched the.pannel 
to*day. Come, let me persuade you. The wea- 
ther is enchanting. You had better walk.** 

*^ I bardly know, — this moming, Rosina ?" said 
Hannah, hesitatingly. 

^^ Why should this moming be more unfavour- 
äble than yesterday, to-morrow, or any other 
moming ? " said Huntley, rapidly. " There can 
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be Eo little rational hope tbat such fine Weather 
will last long, that you ahould arail yourselves of 
it as much as jou can." 

" What (lo you Lhink, Rosina?" again inquired 
Hannah, with unusual indecision. 

" If you and mamma liave no objection," said 
ßosina smiling at her, " 1 can have none." 

" Mamma is engagcd — slie will uot be able to 
accompany us. — Perhapa I had better go and aslc 
her," Baid Hanuah, and nhe left tbe room. 

" You havc had charming weather during your 
Visit to Mrs. Shivers," said Huntley, playing with 
Hannah's ecissars. " I suppose you had a wallt 
every day," 

" A ärive every daj." 

" A diive ! Ah, true. I forgot what grand 
ladies I was speaking of. A caniage is a £iia 
thing ; however," (laughing) " I doubt not whether 
we pedcstrians have not tlic most enjoyraent, after 
all." 

' Have not' ia bclter Üian ' had uot,' certainly, 
thought KosiDa. She could not help fceling that 
he addrcssed her with more freedom and yet moie 
judifference than hithcrto. llis eaey, open ' 
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of aaking them to take a walk was something new : 
formerly, he had occasionally accompanied them, 
but ovly by accident or on sufferance. 

Hannah returned to say that ha* mother had no 
objection to their Walking, but that she should be 
unable to accompany them. 

^^ I suppose,'' said Rosina, as she and her sister 
dressed IhemselYes, ^' Mr. Huntley has been here 
a good deal, in mj absence-^hey» Hannah ? ^ 

" Yes, — that is — much as usual« Why do you 
ask?" 

" Oh, I do not know. — He seems more at home 
here iban he did — " 

" Well — and in proportion as our acquaintance 
improves, is not that natura] ? " 

" Oh! very natural, I dare say!" said Rosina, 
laughing, as she ran down stairs. 

The walk was as pleasant as walks generally 
are, when a genüeman dividing two ladies pays 
considerably more attention to one than the other. 
Rosina knew that this would often be the case 
now, and was resigned. She could remark with- 
out bittemess of feeling, Hannah's softly smiling 
countenance and downeast eyes. Rosina had 
often marvelled how Hannah would look if she 
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should ever be in love, or whether she were ca- 
pable of ever falling in love at all. The doubt 
was now answered, and it seemed to her that 
Hannah looked and spoke exactly as might have 
been foreseen by any one who had had opportu- 
nities of judging of her character. 

On their retum, they feil in with Mr. Russell. 
He smiled, but with a certain degree of gravity as 
he spoke to them. Mr. Russell has not lost his 
austere looks yet, thought Rosina ; am I still out 
of his good graces ? 
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CHAPTER VI. 

FIUTERNAL CONFIDENCES. 

The next post brought her the following letter 
from Marianne Pennington. 

^^ Oh, Rosina! I am mortified and angiy with 
you ! I need not say why, for though Lewis will 
not speak honestly to me, I can guess from his 
manner at much that has passed at Summeifield. 
He came home three days ago, and seemed as 
glad to See us as usual. The only suspicious cir- 
cumstance was his extreme guardedness in neither 
jsaying too much or too little, and when you con- 
sider Lewis's character, you will grant that this 
was enough to set our minds at work. When we 
asked him if he had had a pleasant excursion, he 
Said ' yerjy and began to praise the roads and 
sceneiy. Papa told him that would not do ; — that 
a man who had lived a month in a country yillage 
must have characters as well as roads to talk 
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about. He then began to speak of Mr. Russell, of 
your motber, of your brother, your sister, — every 
one, in short, except yonrself ; and when I asked 
him — pray do not blush, — whether you were a 
pretty prl, he repUed ' yes — so they are both,' 
He gave a half sigh, bat no more could Sophy 
and I sift out of bim, except yes, yea, yes, when 
we asked if you could do this, tbat, or tho other; 
and when be began to play with the cliildren, and 
talk absurd Frencb to Mademoiselle Mackau, we 
knew the case was hopeless for tbat night. Next 
moming, to onr suqirise and vexation, he began 
to talk of his travels, and told rny fatber that in- 
stead of wailing tili next spring, he bad been 
Üiinking he might as well spend the approaching 
winter in Gennany. You know Lewis has alwayB 
had a fancy for rambling, and uscd to firighten 
mamma when he was a boy, by declaring tbat as 
soon as be was of age he sbould sei off to disco^■e^ 
the aouTce of the Niger. Since be bas grown older, 
the Niger scbeme has passcd oö', and manuna ifi 
well content to bear him talk of Germany and 
It^y as a distant prospect ; but this sudden idea 
alanned na all, with the exception of my fether. 
To-day they have been seriously talking on tlic sub- 
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ject, and I really believe it will end in his going 
to Heidelberg. Oh Kosina! this is all owingto 
you ! I am convinced of it. Lewis was growing 
out of his bopsh whims, and if it had not been 
for a disappointment, would have cared as little fbr 
Heidelberg as for the Troglodytes ; and now, what 
a brother we shall lose ! Sophy and I are at the 
last gasp of despair; but I am the most to be 
pitied, for I have always been his chosen compa- 
nion and confidante. Three years ago, when he 
fäncied himself in love with a Miss Edgar (who, 
hf the by, is nearly twiee his age,) I was made 
the partaker of all his little triiimphs and vexations ; 
iherefore now, when I snspect there is some real 
feeling excited, it is doubly mortilying that he 
should be so close. That my suspicions are not 
quite without foundation, I am certain, from what 
passed this moming ; for as he was lounging upon 
a sofe, reading or- pretending to read, I came oü 
him by surprise, and said, ' Come, deax Lewis, 
now that we are quite by ourselves, teil me all 
about it.' * About what, Miss Mananne?' said 
he, starting and colouring. * Oh!' said I, *I 
am sure you would not be in this mighty hurry tb 
Iset off for Germany, if there were not some disap- 
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poiiitmcDt in the case.' ' Dieappointment ! non- 
sense!' cried Lewis, forcing a laugh, ' you girlB 
always fancy that love raust be the prime mover 
of all our actions. I'll teil you what, Maxianne — 
I don't think either you or I shaU ever many ; so 
some of thcse days we'tl set up houBekeeping to- 
gether, and have our books, and our horses, and 
our garden, and be tlie happiest old bachelor and 
old maid that ever lived.' With these words he 
walked off, and set out on a long ride &om which 
he haa not yet retumed, leaving me convinced 
that he or you niight clear up a good deal of mys- 
teiy if yoii chose. Have you quarrelled, Rosina f 
Do teU me, if that ia the case — Lewis has the 
sweetest disposition in the world, but he is a little 
warm sometimes, and he may have offended you, 
or you may have uniutentionally olfended him. 
We quarrelled oiice, but we soon made it up again 
and were better friends than ever afterwards; and 
so may you still be, if you choose, 

" I suppose you know that your aunt Diana is 
lying dangerously ill at Dover. Mr. Curtis was 
Bummoned by express yesterday to attend her. l 
wish her money would go to you instead of to 
^re. Parkinson, who does not want it. What a 
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difference it would make to us if you lived at Park 
Place ! The house is shut up uow, and we shall 
not be much gayer when your aunt and uncle re« 
tum. We are poorly off for neighbours, it must 
be confessed: however, thank goodness, we are 
completely independent of them; and papa and I 
pnrsue our study of natural history with unabating 
ardour. Isabella is still with the Ponsonbys at 
Hastings, but she will retum to us in a fortnight. 
Mamma desires to be affeclionately remembered 
by Mrs. Wellford ; and Sophy unites in love and 
good wishes to you with your always affec- 

tionate 

" Marianne Penninoton." 

Rosina's feelings, on reading this letter, bordered 
on regret. " Certainly it would havebeenbetter," 
thought she, with a sigh, ^^ if neither Lewis nor 
I had been quite so precipitate. He had a thou* 
sand good qualiües, it must be confessed, and I 
begin to doubt whether there are many people 
either so amiable or so entertaining. He had good 
principles too— I sometimes doubt whether Mr. 
Huntley's principles are very firm — and if Lewis 
could not sing, it is not quite certain that Mr. 
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Huntley caii dauce. Genius is a very fine tbing; 
but so is good temper, and it is to be doubted 
whether, if Mr. Himüey's teniper were tried, it 
wouM prove quite equal t« Lewis's. If Hannab, 
for instance, were to teaze him as I used to teaze 
Lewis ! Aud even aa to genius, — Lewis cert^nly 
bad a'it. 1 cau recollect two or three rather cleTer 
thinga of bis sayiDg. One day, I reraember faear- 
ing bim say to Mattbew, ' Many people laucy 
tbemselves capable of forgiving tbeir encmies, who 
find it migbty hard to forgive tbeir friends.' And 
anotber time, he said tbat Mr. Huntley would 
havc to answer for tbe sin of making him love Ute 
inconstant Orpab better than tbe constant Ruth, 
and tbat though Kuth was crossing tbe de&ert, 
there coiüd be no desert wbere there was Orpah." 
Hosina sigbed again, and folded up her letter. 
She sbrank firom the task of answeriug it, and re- 
Bolved to postpone the duty for tbe present. As 
it was impossible to sbew the letter to ber mother 
and sister, she had some doubt wbether it would 
not be as well to say nothiag of baving rectäved it: 
here, however, tlie matter did not rest in her own 
hands, for Mrs. Wellford bappened to have seen 
tbe postman al the gale. Kosiua s<ud os carclessly 
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as she coiüd, that she was not quite at liberty to 
teil what Marianne had written about, and no 
more questions were asked, though she teazed her- . 
seif by wondering how much was suspected. She 
mentioned her aunt Diana's illness, and it was 
well she did, for the next post broughtMrs. Well- 
ford a letter from Mr. Parkinson, announcing Mrs. 
Diana's death. The letter was brief and rather 
istiff ; in the course of ten days, however, it was 
followed by a second, much more cordially worded, 
stating that the biük of Mrs. Diana's propertyhad, 
as was expected, been left to her eldest niece, but 
that Mrs. Wellford had a legacy of eight bundred 
pounds. Never was legacy more opportune : 
Harry was now old enough to leave school, and 
it was high time for Matthew to visit the London 
hospitals. Here were funds sufBcient to supply 
their approaching expenses, and such a world of 
anxiety was removed from Mrs. Wellford's mind, 
that she did not breathe a single impatient sigfa at 
ihe difference between her sister's circumstances 
and her own. 

Huntley found himself excluded from tibe cot- 
tage during the interval between Mrs. Diana's 
death and her burial. He was surprised at the 
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vacuum Üius occasioned in bis mind, and en- 
deavoured to cheat tbe consciousnesB of it by 
longer extended rambles tban he badbeen of late 
in tbe habit of tating, and by occasionally bestow- 
ing bis idleness on Mr. Russell of whoin he had 
lalely seen little. Mr. Kussell did not receive him 
with coldiiess, bul tbere was more penetration 
exerted, less inclination to take Huntley's opinions 
on tnist tban formerly. Huntley found himself 
engaged in ratber deep etbical discussions, where, 
coQsciouB of bis own want of power, be en- 
deavoured to dazzle by allusion and metaphor 
rather tban by boldly encountering bis antagonist, 
or more frequeuüy, let Mr. Euasell have bis own 
way afler a lillie faint Opposition, secretly wearied 
with tbe siibject and wishing to Iure him back to 
heiles lettres. To bis joy, he was soon re-admitted 
at tbe White Cottage, and the sigbt of Ilannah in 
her mourning recompensed him fot all the ennai 
of bis banishment. But he had, for the present, 
lost the first place in Mannab's thoughts. Mr. 
Good had ad\ised Matthew's going to lown witli- 
oul loss of time ; Matthew bimself wished it ; anti 
preparations for bis joumey and grief at the pros- 
pect of the sepai^ation engrossed the minds of bis 
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motlier and sisters. Rosina, sanguine as was her 
own disposition, and dazzled by the prospect of 
whatever was lively or new, had the inconsistency 
to wonder and be a little hurt at her brother's 
delight at leaving Summerfield, and to think him 
rather unfeeling. On the evening before his jour- 
ney, however, Matthew came to diink tea with his 
&imly; and while his mother and Hannah were 
packing up his linen^ he asked Rosina to put on 
her bonnet and take a tum with him in ihe laue. 
She found her arm pressed rather tightly to his 
side, ihough he began by whistling a bar or two 
of Cherry Ripe. 

" Well," Said he, with a smothered sigh, " I 
^haU not be here to-morrow evening, Rosy ; nor 
the next, nor the next. It wiU be a good while 
before we shall meet again, and how many things 
may happen in the mean time ! Shall I find you 
^ such as I left you ? That is more than you 
cajl teil, or I either. I wonder if this Himtley is 
lo be my brother-in-law, after all, or not." 
" Do you wish he should be, Matthew?" 
" Upon my honour, Rosy, I can hardly teil you, 
At one time I fancied that it was you and he that 
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^ X?«r. fcnK&Kr«-. tikM kr is g iid en üi sttadied 
iE» H.iBpah sai Am die is {i lg a B s e J widi lnm,I 
siKB tiE> see U(^ ihn will in a fiCocnt fig^ 
TIkr appens te^ be sqr miü c uU, noie depA of 
feefetg ahm kna dna I dwa^ there was at 
ficst. And jec Bos^. in spifep of liis wit and ge- 
nhts^ azftd — «17 ikmi^ — I tmmmwi fed qoite coinfial 
tcnrxnk hini. I eannot ttatr diat he is wogfhj of 
Hamttk.^ 

^ Wbo ein le. I aronder. if Hr. Hnnder is 
noi:'' 

^ Ah Roema^ toq mar sar so. bot it is not wit 
and genias akne that wiQ mike a woodsq hippy . 
Yon langh. bat I am noi spcaking al laudouL 
Hannah b happr now. and I coold noi bear erer 
to See her othetwise. Wit and genins alone, will 
not make Hannah happy. Thcfe must be temper 
and principle besides. and on these points I hare 
my doubts of Huntlev. He mar or maj not 
pos9ess them, bot we know renr fittle of him. 
Well ! things must take their coorse. Who knows 
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what may happen to me in the next twelvemonüi ? 
Do you recollect the queer map that Mr. Russell 
once shewed us, — drawn by Martin Belem, — 
wbich Columbus took with him on bis first yoj^ 
age? Islands, and straits, and sboals, and bays^ 
all set down by guess— the imaginary kingdom of 
St Brandaü on one band, on tbe other, the island 
of Cathay : in one place was written, ^^ no ships 
ean sail among these islands on aecount of the 
loadstones with which they abound;^ in another, 
" syrens sing along these coasts.'* 
^' Yes, I recollect it, What of it ? " 
" Why, I am going to make a fine simile. Is 
not Aat j-Qst like the ocean of life ? We expect to 
mtet dangers and pleasures, bnt we cannot, with 
all ünr calcnlations beforehand, teil when we shall 
conie upon them. Tliose we expected to meet 
with prove faHacious and we find others in their 
stead. So all the guesses we make at what will 
and what will not be, are about as use/ul to us as 
Martin Belem's chart to Columbus, and aß we 
can do is, like Columbus, to set a bdkl face on 
the matter and take storms and sunshiae as they 
are given us." 

" Well, Matthew, you have made something 

F 2 



100 YILLAGE BELLES« 

grand of Martin Belem at last. Be sure yon 
write to US often.*' 

" As often as I can'; but you know, what with 
attending lectures, and dissecting, and Walking 
through hospitals, and now and then perhaps 
going to the play, I shall not have much üme to 
spare: therefore don't fancy because I do not 
write to you regularly , that I must have punctured 
my finger, or caught the typhus fever. I will 
write to you when I have leisure, and when I 
have anything to say — " 

'^ Oh, you will always have plenty to say, — ^in 
London!" 

" And mind ihat you write frequenüy to me 
too. I shall be very industrious, and very econo- 
mical: my mother has been so generous that it 
would be a shame if I were to be otherwise. And 
I shall come back to see you at Christmas; and 
Romo of these days perhaps, Mr. Good may take 
nie into partnership, or Parker of Heeley may seil 
his business. Harry will be in Mr. Smith's office, 
and iny mother and Hannah will perhaps in time 
koop houso for ono of us, — for Hannah must not 
luarry lluntley, Rosy! — and — ^" 

^^ And wliy am I left out ? " 



VtLLAGE BELLES. 101 

" Oh ! you and Sam Good— " 

"Nonsense, Matthew!^ 

" Well then, you and Lewis Pennington — ^ 

" Nonsense ! " 

"You won't hear me out. Well then; my 
mother and Hannah shall keep house for Harry, 
and you shall Uve with me.^' 

" Do you mean then to be a bachelor?" 

"Why not?" After a pause he added care- 
lessly, " By the by, perhaps you do not know 
that the Hinckleys are going to live on the 
continent." 

"Are they? Well, we shall not miss them 
much, that is one comfort." 

Matthew began to whistle again ; but this titne, 
it was — 

'^ Oh no, we never mention her, 
Her name is never heard.**' 

" How beautifully Mr. Huniley sings that 
song ! " Said Rosina. 

" Does he ? — See, there is Hannah beckoning 
to US at the gate. Come ! let us have a run down 
the lane." 
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CHAFTER VII. 



CRITICISMS* 



Mr. Russell, with all bis goodness of heart and 
strength of judgement, was but a man. He had 
bis prejudices ; and one day be was angry witb 
Huntley for calling Lord Byron tbe greatest of 
modern poets. 

" A great poet," replied be, " is one wbo puri- 
fies yonr mind instead of encrvating or poisoniug 
it — wbo eitberpeoples tbis actual eartb witb a feir 
and exquisite creation of bis own, or quits it 
altogetber and soars witb you into tbe world of 
intellect, leaving no misantbropic disgust, no meta- 
pbysical falsities clinging to you wben be is laid 
aside, but making you wiser and better tban you 
were before. Milton does Üiis ; and even in tbese 
present times, tbere are poets wbo bave aimed at 
and acbieved better tbings tban Lord Byron, and 
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whom I consequently esteem better poets. They 
axe the best who raise you highest." 

This was irritating to Huntley, whose admira- 
tion of bis favourile writer approached idolatry. 
He defended bim witb warmtb, quoting passage 
afiter passage firom Cbilde Harold, and exclaiming, 
^ You cannot deny tbe splendour of that tbougbt " 
— " you will acknowledge tbe beauty of tbis,'* 
wbile Mr. Russell^ wbose opinion of tbeir moral, 
or, ratber, immoral tendency, somewbat obscured 
bis perception of tbeir beauty, remained obstinately 
fixed in bis original way of tbinking. Tbe dis- 
cussion was dropped, but tbey were not quite so 
well pleased witb eacb oiber as before ; Huntley 
silently aceusing Mr. Russell of illiberality, and 
Mr. Russell tbinking Huntley's opinions too free. 

Mr. Russell bad not been often at tbe White 
Cottage lately. One moming, soon after Mattbew's 
quitting Summerfield, be called, and foimd Han- 
nab sitting to Huntley for ber picture, Mrs. Well- 
ford reading Mr. Good's daily paper, and Rosina 
copying one of Flaxman's illustrations of the 
Greek dramatists, which bad been lent ber by 
Mrs. Sbivers. Mr. Russell admired ibe acciu-acy 
pf ber drawing, and began to speak of the fable 
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which it illustrated^ and of the absurdities of the 
heathen mythology. 

" Absurd as it was," observed Huntley, " we 
artists may be thaukful to it for the finest sculp- 
tures in the world." 

** And can you really be thankful that myriads 
of human beings should wallow for ages in the 
grossest idolatry, merely because the sculptor 
hence had fanciftd subjects offered to his chisel ?" 

" Of course I spoke only in jest. Though 
Apollo and Venus had never been, the genius of 
Phidias would not have slept. No — of all ab- 
surdities it appears to me the greatest, that man 
should worship the work of his own hands.*' 

" Idolatry," said Mr. Russell, " is as natural to 
barbarous, as infidelity is to half-civilized minds. 
A vivid ill-regulated imagination leads to one, and 
a cold sluggish imagination to the other. The 
man whose feelings and fancy are equally inert, 
sees God nowhere: the man whose lively mind is 
uncontrolled by knowledge and reason, sees every 
where, not one, but many gods. He is brought 
into close contact with the mighty works of crea- 
tion, and is unable to fathom their laws. To him, 
the sun, because beyond his control, appears un-^ 
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cöntrolled; the seasons, retuming regularly, seem 
to do so of their own accord. And what he ad- 
mires or fears, he worships : thus arise a host of 
imaginaiy deities—^ Moloch, horrid king, be- 
smeared with blood,' — * Astarte, queen of heaven, 
with crescent homs.' Did it ever occur to you, 
Mr. Huntley, as an argument against the authen- 
ticity of Ossian, that there is no mention of idola- 
trous worship in his poems ? His gloomy chiefs 
erect no altars, pour no libations." 

" It is enough for me," said Huntley, laughing, 
" that a regulär epic in six books, should have 
been translated from manuscripts which are no 
where to be seen, and that his Celtic damsels are 
ladies of the utmost delicacy and refinement, white- 
handed and white-footed, in spite of exposure to 
the sun and äir, with no more debasing employ- 
ments than playing on the harp and braiding their 
golden hair." 

" And why should not they play on the harp, 
and braid iheir hair?" said Rosina, who loved 
Ossian, not wisely but too well. 

^^ If I might differ from a lady, I should say 
that the wives of Fingal and Ossian were more 
likely to have occupied themselves in sewing to-* 

f3 
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gether their garments of skins, and dressing the 
game which their husbands broüght from the 
hüls." 

" Ah, Mr. Huntley ! and have youv no admira- 
tion of CathuUin, mouming that he is unworthy 
to bear the shield of his fathers, er Graul, or Fillan 
of the dark brown hair ? And what do you say, 
Mr. Russoll, to the address to the sun?*' 

" An Imitation, gross, palpable, of the scrip- 
tural passage which describes him, Coming firom 
his Chamber as a bridegroom, and rejoicing as a 
mighty man to run a race." 

^ Oh ! very, very different, Mr. Russell ! Think 
ofdie old, bUnd, melancholy man, regretful of the 
past, and hopeless of the future; unable to beiioki 
the sun that warms his chilly limbs, and sonow- 
fully saying * thou, perhaps, art like me, for a 
season, thy years will have an end: thou shalt 
sleep in the clouds, careless of the voice of the 
moming.' Oh, Mr. Russell! Mr. Huntley! is 
there no poetry in this ? " 

Their looks told her that there was. 

" Yes," Said Mr. Russell, " whether the merit 
lies with you Rosina, or Macpherson, or Ossian, 
the picture is stiiking. When we think of an old 
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man thus bereit of his most precious facultieSy and 
his dearest kindred, nothing left to enjoy on earth, 
and no hope beyond the grave, — ^we are almost 
ready to exclaim with Lord Bacon, * I would ra- 
ther believe the wildest fables of Mohammedan- 
ism, Hindooism, or the Talmud, than be an 
atheist.' " 

" I cannot go quite so far with you as that," 
Said Huntley. " The atheist is mistaken and im- 
happy, but ihere is something childish, degrading, 
in superstition." 

** We are usually more indulgent, Huntley, to 
the vices of the day ihan to those which have gone 
out of feshion." 

" The vice of the day ?" said Rosina, looking 
rather alarmed, ^^ do you then think atheism is 
common now?" 

" An atheist, Rosina, is one who does not be- 
lieve in the existence of a God. Now, the seeds 
of tnith are so deeply planted in our hearts, and 
a certain degree of religious knowledge is so com- 
mon to all, that I believe there are very few who 
would seriously, calmly, and decidedly avow them- 
selbes atheists ; but when does infidelity take 
filmest root? — I should say, when the mass of 
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Population is congregated in large cities, when 
factitious wants to an endless extent are created, 
and much time employed in satisfying those 
wants ; when all make pretensions to freedom firom 
prejudice, and all are acutely sensible to ridicule ; 
when each pretends to a knowledge of mankind^ 
but examines his own conscience little, and the 
works of nature less. Am I right, do you think ? 
Then, the selfishness engendered by dwelling in a 
large Community where it is impossible to sympa- 
thize with all, and each must look to his own in- 
terest, — and the suspicious temper created by 
frequently detecting imposition, — above all, the 
constant whul of business and amusement, par- 
ticularly indisposes the mind to feel any interest in 
religion. Again, the dread of singularity makes 
many pious persons try to appear like those around 
them, carefully avoid speaking on serious subjects, 
and affect to be as much engrossed by the play- 
thing of the minute as their neighbours, when 
tliey have scarcely risen from their knees. These 
grow lukewarm in faith, while others, gathering 
strength from their weakness, openly make a jest 
of all that is sacred. Thus, as cities multiply and 
luxury increases, infidelity increases too." 
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" Very true," said Huntiey, throwing aside 
his paJette, " but now come and teil me what you 
think of my moming^s work. How do you like 
my fair.Moabitess ?" 

" Extremely ; there is a moral beauty about her 
head which does credit both to your band and the 
mind which directed it. But, Huntiey, do you 
usually paint at the rate you have done the last 
two months ?" 
" Why ?" 

" Because, if you do, you must be a very exor- 
bitant fellow in your demands, to make your pro- 
fession pay tolerably." 

Huntiey laughed. " I certainly have taken this 
picture very leisurely. But my time has not been 
wasted, for I have made many sketches which 
will be very useful to me hereafter. I have paint- 
ed the head of my landlady too, Mrs. Stokes, 
in burnt umber, by candle-Ught, and I have an 
unfinished study of Miss ßosina, which some of 
these days I mean shall rival Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolds." 

" I am rather aifronted by the consideration 
that as you have taken the likenesses of almost 
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every one in the neighbourhood, you have never 
CHQce offered to paint Tney" 

" I will sketch you out instantery if you like. 
But I fear we shall never agree about your atti- 
tude and costume. You would dislike a fancy 
chaxacter; now / scom the idea of mere portrait 
painting, and cannot consent to paint any thing 
ihat is not either picturesque or historical." 

" Is there not something graceful in the folds 
of a surplice ?" said Mrs. Wellford. 

" Or is a piain suit of black so very hard to 
paint ?'^ suggested Hannah. 

" It will never do, ladies. No, no, if Mr. Rus- 
sell wiH. be a pope or a monk, or even a begging 
fiiar, we wiU soon strike a bargain. But if he re- 
fuses to be un-Protestanted even on canvass,I will 
have nothing more to say to him. A cowl, or a 
mitre, or he loses his head !" 

" Who is that Coming in?'' said Mrs. Wellford, 
looking up, as something very gay passed the 
window and momentarily darkened the room. 

" Miss Holland, I should guess, from the im- 
pression of the foot," said Huntiey, glancing out 
at the moist gravel ; " Ea: pede Herculem^ 
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Mr. Russell smiled. ^^ Hush,'' said Rosina, ** it 
is Mrs. Greenway." 

Mrs. Greenwaj entered. Shc had never pos- 
sessed great beauty, but what little she had, had 
been very well preserved, so that no one would 
hare guessed her to have been considerably Mrs. 
WeHford's senior. She had not much to say for 
herseif, although fond of talking, but she had a 
very good memory for the sayings of others ; so 
that, with her pleasant smile and quiet voice, if 
she happened to have been lately in the Company 
of a clever person, she could be very agreeable. 
The only complaint that could be made was, that 
as her mind was retentive rather than discrimi- 
naüng, she remembered as much of Miss Hol- 
landes opinions on the comparative merits of Le- 
vantines and Gros-des-ImieSf as of Mr. Good's no- 
tions of the Catholic question. 

One of the first inquiries made of Mrs. Green- 
way was a laughing question, whether she brought 
any news of Matthew. It was odd enough, that 
the first intelligence received of him after bis ar- 
rival. in town came through the Miss Green ways. 
He had taken charge of a parcel for them which 
he delivered in person at the house of their uncle, 
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a physician of tolerable repute, under wbose hands 
the youngest Miss Greenway was at present placed 
for the benefit of her health. Matthew slily 
thought an introduction to Dr. Greenway might 
be no bad thing for him, and conducted bimself 
so well as to ^ecure a dmner invitation. The Miss 
Greenways wrote to teil their mother that their 
uncle thought Mr. Wellford a promising young 
man, and Matthew's first letter was in praise of 
the hospitalities of Bloomsbury Square ; that 
Bloom sbury, the gentility of which he had been 
so heretical as to call in question. 

" No, he hasn't been at my brother's lately," 
Said Mrs. Greenway. " Oh, indeed, youhave no 
right to complain of him if he writes to you once 
a week. My girls only write twice, and you 
know women are always better correspondents 
than men." 

" But, Mrs. Greenway, he finds time to write 
to Sam Good oftener than to us. Now is not 
that abominable? Sam Good is always finding 
opportunities to walk over here, and drop hints 
of what Matthew teils him ; just as if we were 
excluded from his confidence! Is not that too 
bad?" 
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Mrs. Greenway laughed, looked arch, and said 
perhaps Sam Good might have a better reason for 
Walking over. Rosina's look of scom highly 
amused Mr. Russell. Huntley, without paying 
Mrs. Greenway a higher compliment than a few 
minutes' cessation from his occupation, took up 
bis brush, and after absenüy toucbing and re- 
touching the foreground, soon resumed his palette 
in eamest. This attracted the Observation of Mrs. 
Greenway, who came behind him to wonder and 
admire. 

" That face looks so very natural!" said she, 
looking at Hannah's portrait. " As Mr. Greenway 
said the other day, youVe snatched a grace beyond 
the reach of art. I should like one of my girls 
to be able to paint in oils, amazingly; but un* 
luckily, Anne has no notion of drawing, and Eliza 
4oes not dare to touch a pencil, now her uncle has 
sentenced her to a reclining board. Dr. Green- 
way is a sad enemy to study and accomplish- 
ments ! ^ Yoimg girls,' he says, * do too much 
now-a-days — they are expected to be proficients 
in every thing ; and for all that, I don't find 
that they make better wives and mistresses of 
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families than they did fifty years ago, when a 
vv-omaK was thought to te well brought up who 
could read her Biblc and make a puddiiig," 

Mr. Russell and Mr. Huutley instantly stood 
up in defence of femaJe cuUivation. Mrs. Green- 
way listened to them witli perfect complacence, 
and then replied, 

" Oh, I agrec with you entirely. 1 am quite of 
Tay hushand's opinion— certain things are done in 
the World, and certain thinga must he done in the 
World, or eise peOple are singular. It won't do to 
say every boy need not leai-n Latin. — Every boy 
must, becanse everj' boy does, and it is the same 
with girls and their drawiiig and music. Nothing 
but poor Eliza's health sliould have made us pve 
up her drawing, in spite of what Lady Worral has 
always said about our Üu:owing away so mucb 
money on our girls' education. It was but the 
other day she attacked Mr. Greenway and me 
about it. ' Fiddle-sticks'-ends !' says she; 'what 
have schoolmasters' daughters, who have no pupils 
to teach, — what have schoolmasters' daughters, 1 
say, to do n'ith leaming tlie harp and piano V Ha, 
ha, ha ! There's Mrs. Field, agaiu, of Field House ; 
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she^s one of the anti-educ^tionists, but for a dif- 
feient xeason. It is not waste of money she re- 
grets, you know, but waate of time. * I'd have 
all music-books^ drawing-books, and story books 
bumed in one great heap,' $ays sbe, Vand even 
tben, girls would have temptations enougb to 
neglect tbeir religious and moral duties.' Dear 
me ! people bave such odd ideas and so difierent, 
haven^t they? There's Phoebe Holland — she's 
not over saving of money or time either, and 
IVe beard her say * La ! what do accomplish- 
ments signify? pretty women are sure to be 
admired."* 

Mr. Russell and Mrs. Greenway took leave to- 
gether; and as soon as they had quitted the 
garden, Rosina began to lament that ^^ poor dear 
Mrs. Greenway should be so utterly at a loss for 
an original idea» 

" Nay, she is as original and much more honest 
than many,** said Huntley,- as he drew on bis 
gloves. " If every one were to own how many of 
their clever speeches were borrowed from others 
and how many they had already made use of in 
different companies, our estimate of their origin- 
aUty would wofiiUy decline. There are as many 



\ 
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that live on other people's wit as on other people's 
fortunes. I have even heard a bon-mot unblush- 
ingly produced by a thief in the presence of the 
manufacturer. This good lady gives us references 
and authorities — it would be well if a few authors 
I wot of would do the same." 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

DISSATISFACTION. 

^' Abused mortals ! did you know 

Where joy, heart*s-ease^ and comforts grow, 

You'd scom proud towers, 

And seek them in these bowers, 
Where winds sometimes perhaps our woods may shake, 
But blustering care can neter tempest make, 

Nor murmurs e*er come nigh us, 

Save of fountains that glide by us. 



»» 



These old lines of Sir Henry Wotton did Huntley 
repeat to himself one aftemoon as he saimtered 
towards the seat near the church-yard, and he had 
soon an opportunity of quoting them to Mr. Rus- 
sell, who was occupying the aforesaid bench, 
taking what Huntley surmised to be a siesta. On 
hearing footsteps, however, he opened his eyes, 
not at all with the bewildered, dazzled look of a 
man who has been caught napping, and a little 
book feil from his knee which he picked up and 
put in his pocket. 
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it in a way of my own, too. On a sunset evening 
or a starry night, in the depths of a forest or on 
the shores of the sea, 

* Un non so che di flebile e soave ' 

has made me confess the nothingness of man and 
the grandeur of his Maker." 

" That may be poetical, but is it religious ? " 

" Your interrogative is a polite way of hinting 
that it is notj'' said Huntley, laughing. " I have 
not forgotten that 1 am ^itting next to an Artium 
Magister. Surely you are liberal enough to grant 
that the Almighty may best be worshipped through 
his works?" 

" Through his works — I believe I understand 
you. No, I am not so liberal, as you term it 
That is good, but there is something better. He 
may best be worshipped by obedience to his laws. 
I maintain that no poetical feeling, can compensate 
for the absence of seif subjeetion." 

" You maintain ! " repeated Huntley, rather sar- 
castically, as if imagining a reproof to be implied. 

" Nay, here is my authority," said Mr. Russell, 
looking down on his Bible. 

" Oh, spare me chapter and verse. The obe- 
dience you talk of is impossible, — becaus< 
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«Why?" 

" Nay, you shallnot provoke me to arguepredesti- 
nation and free-^idll with you. — You are armed at all 
points. But entire obedience is impossible ; first, 
because there are a thousand different opinions 
on the meaning of the laws themselves, and se- 
condly, because there is a warring spirit within 
US, which leads us to disobey them.** 

'^ All the divine precepts are contained in a very 
smaU portion of the üttie volume which I grasp 
in my band: the laws of our country, Mr. Hunt- 
ley, fill some hundreds of volumes, and employ 
some thousands of brains in comprehending them. 
Yet are good Citizens no where found ? — and does 
the warring spirit of hunger^which makes a man 
steal a leg of mutton excuse him in the eyes of his 
countrymen ? What becomes of your argument ? " 
It was impossible to chain Huntley down to 
any thing like a serious discussion. The easy 
brilliant way in which he handled amusing trifles 
made many give him credit for depth of mind ; 
but as soon as any thing unconnected with plea- 
sure or interest required serious thought, he flew 
off from the point. 
TaMng the Bible firom Mr. Russell and tuming 

VOL. II. G 
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ovcr its Icaves, something caught bis eye which 
he read with great interest ; and whfle the yicar 
was expecting some specious difficnity to be 
Started, ^^ What poem, ancient or modern, -ean 
surpass the book of £uth?^ exclaimed he. ^ I 
ani glad the idea strack me of iUustrating it ! How 
itxqiüsito is the feminine devotedness- of this- 
spciH'h !*— ^ Entreat me not to lear« thee^or to re* 
t\mi from foUowing after thee, fbrwhidiec thou 
giKH^t» I will go ; where thou diest^ I will die^ 
aiid tht>re will I be buiied.' Exquisite Sutb! — 
ir mjf Kuth» now, would say as much. to me! — 
l haYt> a great mind> Russell,'* said he, laughing, 
^^ ti» make you my confidant" 

^^ Stop !^ cried Mr. Russell with a sudden em- 
phanii» which made Huntley start, ^' I wish for no 
omUukuct)« My suspicions are my own ; they 
uiay bo fouuded or unfounded ; but you must act 
iW yiuuijkvlt?* 

^^ tVrtaiuly I had no idea of oflTending you by 
\\\^ i\A\>T of my cimfidence,"* said Huntley, looking 
tturprit^tnl and hurt. 

^^ Von have noi ofiended me; but confidence 
iu^plU^ cortaiu duties on the part of the confidant, 
wliich 1 am uot altogcther iuelined to fulfiL** 
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" What duties ? '• 

" Secrecy, — sympathy, — assistance.^ 

" Assistai^ce I do not #ant,'* said Hüntley 
prondly ; "secrecy is ilot altogether indispensable, 
Bor very hard to maintain if it Were; and sympa- 
thy, Mr. Russell, though our acquaintance cannot 
boaist very ancifent date, I own I did not expect 
you to reflise. Well — I am sorry for this ; it 
seemed to miß that we underst<>od each other. 
What am 1 tothink, tlien? That we are rivals ?" 

Mr. Russell was silent. 

" Enemifes, perhapS ? " 

'* No, Huntley, fkr, fax from it. I have derived 
much more pleasure fix)m your society than miüe 
could possibly bestöw in retüin. Why sHould we 
say any niöfe on tbe subjiect ? Let us each be sa- 
tisfied to pursue our own paths, and continue to 
enjoy friendly companionship, wiüiout bestowing 
or seeking confidences which might probably lead 
to disapi^tbbation and disajipointinent." 

" As you will," said Huntley, looldng proudly 
resigned ; and, after a short pause, " Six o^clock ! " 
exclaimed he as the church clock stnick, " I must 
not loiter here any longer. Mrs. Wellford made 
me promise to drink tea with her. A pleasant 

02 
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eveniug to you." Ajid huniming an opera song, 
he waiked down the hill. 

Mv. Russell remaiaed on the seat under the lime 
tree, watching the young pamter tili he vaulted 
over a style and djsappearcd behind a hedge. 
Then he gave a deep sigh. " How many at- 
taching qualities does that young man possess!" 
said hc mentally ; '* and yet how little steadiness and 
religious principle fonn the basis of his character! 
He is govemed solely by feeling, and as long as 
that is good, so long and no longer his virtue ex- 
ists. And shall such a character rule the destiny 
of Haunali ? WUl she, temperate and right-judg- 
ing as she is, be dazzled by the shining qualities 
ofoue with principles so tottering? Or ratber, 
vaii Huntley fail of success with any woman 
capable of feeling the omnipotence of genius ? 
And / never foresaw the danger ! And I might 
liave prevented it ! " 

With a secoiid sigh, deeper and more impatient 
than the fiist, Mr. Russell started up and retumed 



to the vicarage. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

A BACHBLOR^S BEVERIES. 

" Have you been sketching, this aftemoon ?" in- 
quired Rosina of HunÜey, as he joined them at 
the tea table. 

" No," Said he with a smile, ^* I have been better 
employed." 

" Indeed ! how so?" 

" What do you think of my sitting under an 
old tree, reading the bible with Mr. Russell ?** 

" Are you in eamest ? " 

^^ Quite so, I assure you. Now do not laugh at 

me!'* 

^^ Laugh!" repeated Hannah with unusual 
energy. 

" No, I need fear no ridicule here, I am well 
assured ; though among certain town aequaintance, 
I should have not escaped so easily." 
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•' What a cowardly weapon satire is!" ex- 
claimed Hannah. 

" Yes: the oldlaws of chivaliy foibad a.wamor 
to strike at the arms or legs of his Opponent : it 
woültl be as well if theie was some moral rule an- 
sweriug to this in the code of tlie satirist, permit- 
ting him to lash crimes and follies nnsparinglj-, bul 
liircing him to respect what is good aud iiseful," 

Tlanaah lookcd pleased, and tMg short dialogue 
did niore for Iliuitlcy than many of his most bril- 
liant ßaslies of wit. Fiom this tinie, Mr. Russell 
oiU-n met the lovers, as they must uow be called, 
NtrolUng ihroiigh tlie pleasant lanes and meadows 
of Suramerfield; and the smiling happiaces of 
Uanuuirt» downcafit look, made his heart ache 
iiiore than Üie triumphant glance of Iluntley's 
black eyos. These werc now the on!y occasions 
on whicli they met ; for Mr. Euseell was no longer 
a freijuent lisitor at ihe White Cottage ; and it was 
remarked ihat Ue seemed grave and luthappy. 
Mrs. Wcllford marvelled what had estranged hin 
fcom her family; and Kosioa, now left pcetty nach 
to herseif, becaiue rather iutpatient at the absence 
of the only person who had lately seemed to ihink 
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her worth particular att^tion. If, however, Mr. 
Russell vexed the mother and daughter by bis un- 
sociability, be punished bimself mucb iDore. At- 
tadied to intelligeni female society, and disposed 
to look to women for sympatby and amusement, 
yet imblessed by ibe companionship of wi£e, mo- 
dier, or sister, it was in vain that ihis obstinate 
man sought for counterbalancing interest and em- ' 
ploymeot aaaong bis books* If a diev^ remark 
occnired to bim, be bad no one wbo could benefit 
by it^ and ;adii2iFe Im ioigenuity at tbe same time; 
nay , Ibe pen often feU from bis laand wbile bis 
wandering tbougbts pursued a cbannd as ill adapted 
as conld weU be imagined, to edify die parish- 
ioners for wfaom he was inditing a sermoa. MoIIy 
Wbite remarked Üiat ^^ master bad aever been so 
hard to please, ot sbe migbt say, so iimpossible to 
please at all; £m: if sbe sent up bis veal cutlet ever 
so nice, he did not say it was well dressed, nor 
even seem to relisb it." One day, after readiitg 
a passage of Hartley six times witbout under- 
standing it, be tbrew the book aside and sallied 
forth witb tbe air of a man wbo bad formed a cou- 
rageous resolution, muttering to bimself, ^^ I aan 
weak as well as wrong in remaining passive; boUi 
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duly aiid inclinalion caU on me to speak." Act- 
iag on this conviction, Mr. Kusscll walked domi 
the lane tili he came -n-ilhin sight of Mrs. Well- 
ford's gate, when his ardour began to cool, and 
he asked himself, " AVhat are the moüves at this 
moment influencing me? Am I not practisiog 
self-deception, and choosing to bclievc that I am 
undertaking a necessaiy dut)-, when in lact my 
interferencc is owing to jealousy and selfishness?" 
Alas! Mr. Kussell could not answer the question 
tohismind; and seeingno inviting faces at the 
Windows, he pasaed the gatc with a sigh, aad 
pursued the windings of the lane. On reacHng 
the foot of the chaJk hills, his bitter meditations 
on the past and the future were given up for 
thoughts of the preaent, when he saw Hannah and 
Huntley Coming down a steep and narrow path; 
he Standing a litüe below Jier, and holding her 
hand to enable her to make tise of the precarioDS 
footing with aafety, while ahe, with cheoks glow- 
ing »ith timidity, healtli, and exercise, was smil- 
ing assent to something he was saying. Before 
ihem, in cha.se of a httle dog, ran Kosina, fearless 
of danger, her straw bonnet blown back, and her 
brown ringlets scattered over her face and throal. 
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" What a coward you are, Hannah!^ exclaimed 
she, looking back and laughing; and at the same 
moment, her foot slipped on the wet chalk|^ and 
Mr. Russell was just in time to save her from a 
sprained ancle. " Thank you,'' said she, reco- 
vering herseif with celerity. " It was lucky for 
me, Mr. Russell, thatyouwere at hand! Come 
here, Dash ! Do look at my litfle dog — this is a 
new aequisition ofmine; Fhoebe Holland gave him 
to me. Did you ever see such a curly little thing 
in your life ? I love him beyond any thing, but 
he has a terrible trick of running away.^ 

" He won't do that, I dare say, Rosina, when 
he knows you as well as I do," said Mr. Russell, 
trying to smile, as they were joined by Hannah 
and HunÜey. 

" Thank you for the compliment, Mr. Russell; 
I don't recoUect your ever paying me so fine a one 
before ; but you really cannot think what a trouble- 
some little animal this is. Now I will just give 
you a specimen of the way in which he has 
worried me already. On Monday, — no, on 
Tuesday, — ^we took him out with us, and he ran 
away from us just by Mrs. Stokes's cottage. 
Well, all Mr. Huntley's whistling would not 

63 



130 VILLAGE BELLE8. 

bring him back; and I was dclcrmined not to lose 
him, I ran after liim, all across Mr. HoUand's 
fields, tili he actually took refiige in the stablc! 
'Jhe very same aftemoon, we were out agatc, and 
all at once Mr. Himtley missed him without our 
having any idca whcre he eould be. I had not 
tlie smallest notiou which way to tum, so Mr. 
Huntley proposed tbat he should go oue way and 
I Ihe otlier, wliich we accordingly did; and after 
half an hour's useless hunting, tircd enough I u-as 
wben I reached the place we had setlled on for a 
rendezvous ! Mr. Huutley had been much farlher 
than T had, but he had got back soouegt, and was 
resting himself quite esliausted on the scat where 
Hannali had been waiting for us; and all this wae 
for nothing, for where do you think Dasl^ was, 
after all? — Safe at home in the parlour! and I 
can't think who had shut him up, for uiamraa was 
at Mrs. Greenway's, and Betty declared nobody 
had been in the housc since we had left jt. And 
yet Mr. HunÜey is as fond of this tiresome liltle 
pet as I am, and will not come out without him 
on any account." 

Rosina's stories of her dog laslcd tili they 
reached a small cottage, where Mr. Russell wisbed 
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his companions good moming. ^^ How exces» 
sively grave and austere Mr. Russell has become, 
lately!^' exclaimed Bosina as soon as he had 
entered the cottage; ^^ he quite puts one in mind 
ofmelancholy Jacques! I cannot think what is 
the matter with him." 

" Nor I," Said HunÜey. " My opinion of him 
has changed. I still believe him sensible and 
well principled, but I no longer think him good 
humoured." 

Hannah gently defended Mr, Russell £rom the 
Charge of ill humour, Something vexatious might 
have happened, she pleaded, to cloud his spirits, 
but she had had opportuniües for many years, of 
judging of his temper, which had always stood 
the test. It was hard to accuse him of ill humour 
because he could not appear to relish pleasantry 
which perhaps he might feel to be ill timed. 

Lady Worral called in the course of the after- 
noon. After inquiring whether Matthew and 
" her boy," as she always called Harry, had lately 
been heard of, she put poor Hannah to the blush, 
hj saying in a significant manner, " Well, Han- 
nah, whenisitlobe?" 



.^ndwfcen Tfaanmahy in aTwe dhat aceiid to 
SL iiHUPnTj fimibesed ^ Wliaifc does joor 
üafaühip meaLT^ Ae repfied wi& a noisj lan^ 
^ W^^ jcHir wedffiii^ to he saael Etot bodj 
sajs it iB a aettied tbmgiJ' 

RflumaTs coloar numitEd, &r Iher ästcTy and 
ÜMMafc loobed to her j oa utheg Sar assstaiice. 

^ £inenr bodhr jhuji» mnA betler infixiiied cm 
Ae sdbgiect Am we sn^ saad MiSw Wellfind 
cafaaiiv ^hat pfaErwhodoes ^crerT-body-* in the 
|K€aum c^» Iioppcn. to be?* 

^Ohy Ican grre joa hj andicdtks ! Mrs. 
Good and Mc& Ciccmpfi * 

*^ And will jonr ladiskip be kind enoo^ to 
Iril as wbat dar iSkt bare fixed an fix- Hannah's 
wed£n^f^ 

^lliat*s the TCST qnestion Ibs^ Good asked me 
tbbmonun^* 

^Ok! tbenit appearstihat^ereijJbodT'doesnot 
My it is a setded dnng^ bot wishes to know when 
it trtU be a setded thing ! Ton need not make 
jrourself uneasT, Hannab. Fabaps, when Hany 
comes from school, we maj hear as mgenious 
roports set afloat concaaimg bnn and Fanny Good." 
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Lady Worral laughed, and asked them to drink 
tea with her. Mrs. Wellford accepted the in- 
vitation, and her ladyship terminated the visit, 
saying she should expect to see Mr. Huntley with 
them. 
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CHAPTER X. 



PÜRSE NETTING. 



Mr. Russell and the Goods helped to form the 
usual coterie at Lady Worral's. The shortening 
evenings now precluded those who were not fond 
of Cards from having recourse to a ramble in the 
park ; and as soon as the whist table was opened, 
Mr. Russell asked Himtley if he played chess. 

" Yes," Said he, " Miss Wellford has just asked 
me the same question, and I have challenged her 
to a game." 

" It seems then," said Mr. Russell to Rosina 
with an air of resignation, ^^ that you and I must 
be contented to be the only idle ones of the party." 

" I am not going to be idle, I assure you," re- 
plied she, " for I have brought my netting." 

" Have you ? Then I am reduced to seek for 
entertamment in the Moming Post. Perhaps you 
would like to hear ^who's in, who's out; who loses 
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aad who wins.* " And drawing ope of tbe eandles 
nearer to him, Mr. Russell read out oe^asional 
articles of miscellaneous inteUig^npe wbicb he 
thought likely to amuse liosipa, tili aa epiistle 
aigned Clericus caught bis ^tt^tioiii s^d left his 
companion reduced to her own resources for en^ 
tertainment. At length, Mr, Ilu38^ laid down 
the paper, and gave ratber ß, deßp dgb. 

" That is a pretty purse you are making, Ro- 
sina,*' said he quickly, as sh^ looked up from her 
netting, " do you mem it fftT m^ ? " 

^f Ne, indeed I do not ! It is bespoken and 
promised already." 

" For sopi€i more favoiir^ swain ihan myself, I 
suppose," rejoined he, in a tone so different from 
gaiety that Rosins^ raised h^r eyes in surprise. 
He wß.s looking at the chßsa players, but as there 
was nothing extraordinaiy in thia, the gravity 
which overspread his counten^nce was unac- 
countabl^. 

^^ Don't be uneasy," said Roaina, laughing, 

■^ the purse is for mamma, and if you are really 

in want of one, the next which I net Aall be for 

you." 

^ • Thaak you, thank you,*' said he, moving his 



136 VILLAGE BELLES. 

chair so as no longer to face Huntiey, aiid stoop- 
ing to examine Kosma's netting with an alr of 
interest ; " but surely, this mixtiire of colours \n]} 
be too gay for one of my years and profession." 

" What will you have, then f Bluc, the colour 
of hope!" 

" I pray thee, gentle lady, mock me not. What 
can a forlom fellow like myself have to do with 
hope ? " 

" Well then, green or yellowf " 

" No, no, tliat would remind me of the melan- 
choly which devoured Viola's poor sister. Be- 
sides, those colours stand for jealousy, do they 
not f I wonld not wear the synibols of so odiouE 
a passion." 

" Perhaps black would auit you?" 

" Nay, I have enough of black already ; I need 
not put my purse into mouming." 

" Violet, then i " 

" Violet, — yes, I like that colour, I am fond of 
violets ; yet violet colour is mouniing, too, you 
know, in France, — court mouming. What think 
you of brown ? " 

" Oh, disma] to a degree !" 

" To a degree ! That is qiiite a young lady's 
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expression. — ^Well, cannot we find any colour to 
please both of us ? What say y ou to crimson ? ^ 

" Yes, crimson will look very well." 

" Then crimson let it be, since I see you are 
resolved on making me very gay." 

" I wish I coiüd," Said Rosina wiih a smile. 

" Hey ? — what do you mean ? " 

"Oh! — nothing," replied she, pursuing her 
work. 

" Fie, Kosina,! am sure you are too sensible to 
talk at random." 

" Indeed, Mr. Russell, I meant nothing very 
deep. I Said I wished I could make you gay, be- 
cause I am fond of gaiety myself and like other 
people to be gay, and you have seemed rather the 
reverse lately — that is all, I assure you." 

" Have you observed it ?" said he in a lower 
voice. " It is true enough, but I did not suppose 
any one had noticed it — you are very quick- 
sighted." And with a sigh, Mr. Russell had again 
recourse to the Moming Post. " Ha!" exclaimed 
he, " my cousin Frank has retumed firom Switzer- 
land ! An idle young acquaintance has applied to 
himfor ball. 1 suppose I shaU hear irom.him 
soon." 
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" Has Frank retumed?" said Huntley, looking 
up from tbe chess-board. " I sliaJl have some 
curiostty to see bis portfolio. He sketches beaii- 
tifiilly, though he leaves bis diawings unfmisbed. 
Perhaps I may run over to Sn-ilzerland next 
yeav myself, Üiough Florence and Rome have 
more altractions for me. — Sbotild you, lue to 
see Swilzerland ? " said he iu a softer tone, lo 
Hannah. 

" Here's ' a medical genüeman near London 
desirom of receiving an insanc inmate to be treated 
as one of tbc family,' " said Mr. Kussell, " A 
curious taste, he must bave, Rosiaa! ' Clotilda, 
ciucen of ihe Franks, a tragedy.' — It is a singular 
fact tliat women should ba\'e cbanged tbe religion 
of ihc greater part of Europe. — Tbis Clotilda 
introduced Cbristianity into France; tbe sister of 
tlie eniperor Henry the Second did the same for 
Hungaiy, the duchess of Folaud for the Poles, 
and queen Olga for tbe Russians. You may be 
prond of tbe spiritual acbievemenls of your sex. — 
Pray, bave you heard from your friend Mariajuie 
Pennington lately? " 

" About ten days ago — you know Lewis is gone 
lo Germany?" 
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^^ Yes, he wrote me word of his intenti<ms soon 
after he retumed to Stoke Baxton.** 

^^ Mariaime's letter was Iktle more than a lecture 
on what is just now her favourite pursiiit,— - 
najtural history." 

" Ah ! she is a pupil of the doctor*s. He must 
be very ^ad to have some one to sympathise wUh 
him in his darling study. Many a time have 
I Seen hixa, oa retuiuing from a walk, unfold his 
haudkerchief, and display a coHection of beetles, 
caterpillars, mosses, stones, and hedge plants, 
wiüx something interesting to teil of each. What 
I particulaiiy admire is the humanity with which 
he treats his live curiosities. But Rosina, allow 
me to hold that skein of silk for you. You are 
entangling it teixibly." 

This was unusual gaQantry on the part of Mr. 
Hussell, and Rosina £bund much subject for mirtb 
in ihe awkward manner in which he performed 
his Office. She mischie^ou^ly attributed every 
knot to his faulty manner pf holding the ^k, 
which he maintained no pne could do bett^; and 
die whi^t players looked round to see what occa- 
sioned so much laughter. Somehow Mr. Russell 
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forgot his melancholy, and was remarkably livi 
aiid animated all the rest of the eveuing. 

Al eleven o'cloct the vicar and the painter 
escorted Mrs, Wellford aud her daughters Üirough 
the Park; Mrs. Good followed, attached to her 
hu«band's ann by one hand, while the other 
held her dress cap, nicdy pinned up in a hand- 
kerchief, Mr. Good was always rather sore 
on the pomt of Lady Worral's no-supper Sys- 
tem; and on entering his own house, he ordered 
up the tray, and helped himself to a biscuit 
and a glass of wine. While tlius engaged, he 
summoned his wife's attention to tlie following 
jvaming. 

" My dcar, you muet take care you do noi 
catch the infiuenza that is going about." 

"Influenza, Mr. Good?" repeatedshe. " I did 
not know there was one in Summerfield. 
did not you mention it before?" 

" I did not ihink, my dear, it would spread m 
the degrce it is doing." 

" I am extrcmely sorry to hear such a disordet 
is prevailing! Why did you not set I 
QU her guard?" 
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" I consider her ladyship rather too old to 
stand a chance of being attacked.'* 

" I hope the children will not catch it. Do you 
think I had better keep them in the house ? " 

" No — I should rather trust to their youth — 
when their tum comes, neither you nor I shall be 
able to prevent it." 

" Really you alarm me. Who has it?" 

^^ I think Hannah Wellford is sickening, to a 
certainty." 

"Dear, I am very sorry for it! What Symp- 
toms did you perceive?" 

" Certain Symptoms about the eyes. There 
was Mr. Huntley, too — " 

"Tndeed? — I hope we have not caught it, my 
dear." 

" I hope not. It is sometimes very violent in 
its attacks, though some persons take it very 
quietly, and I think Hannah Wellford will very 
likely be among the number. I don*t believe in 
its ever proving fatal, myself; though much has 
been written to prove the contrary. That nice 
young man, — what was his name? — who was 
staying at the vicarage— " 

" Lewis Pennington ?" 
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" Aye, ihe same — He carried the inflttenza away 
with him, itis my opinion; though nothingwas 
more Ukely to eure him than change of-^air.^ 

" To be sure, I recollcct now that he complain- 
ed of feverishness and headache, the last time we 
saw him, at Mr. Hollandes, aüd you know he was 
obliged to quit the party — Did that make you 
suspect he had the influenza'?*^ 

" Yes, Mrs. Good, it did. And now, here is 
Mr. Russen—" 

" Upon my word, Sam, I do not know what to 
make of you — ^Mr. Russell was perfectly well this^ 
evening." 

" Mydear, don'tinterruptme. What shouldyou 
know of Symptoms ? I do not say hie is positively 
attacked by the disease at this moment, but I think 
it is lurking about him. Did not you perceive a 
kind of languor, lassitude, dejectlon, and nerrous 
twitching" — ?" 

" Why, now you mention it, I think I did." 

" A kind of heaviness, as if from oppression 
somewhere about the ehest,— ^a wanderiny of the 
eye — " 

" Yes,— true." 

" That was at the beginning of the evening. 
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Afterwards^his spirits, without any apparent cause, 
became feverishly high, his cheek äushed, his eye 
brilliant— " 

" Really, Sam, I wish I knew whether you are 
laughing at me or not?" 

" Laughing, my dear ! Tis no laughing matter 
to poor Mr. Russell, I assure you ! He's a marked 
man." 

" I wish, Mr. Good, you would teil me in 
eamest, what are the Symptoms. Are they in- 
£ammatory ?" 

" I should rather say — amatory." 

Here Mrs. Good feil into such a fit of laugh- 
ing that her husband began to doubt whether she 
would ever recover. As soon, however, as she 
succeeded in regaining her composure, she said, 
" Do you actually mean to say that you think Mr. 
Russell is in love ?" 

" My dear, I cannot pretend to see farther into 
a mill-stone than any one eise ; but the simple 
State of affairs in the village at present, reminds 
me of Cruickshank's laughable illustration of the 
Golden Goose, where the man runs after the 
maid, the parson after the man, the clerk after the 
parson, and so on to the end of the chapter. It 
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seems to me that Pennington is in love with Ro- 
sina, Rosina with HunÜey, Huniley with Hannah, 
and Mr. Russell, with — which of the two sisters I 
am not qiiite sure." 

" As if there could be a doubt ! — ^That is, if he 
be in love at all, which, really, I can hardly 
imagine." 

" And why not ? He is still a young man.** 

" His habits seemed so fixed — And what hin- 
dered his stepping forward before, when he had 
the field to himself ?" 

" Ah, Fanny, that we must account for on the 
principle of Opposition. That we may have, we 
won't have, and that we can't have, we will have. 
Till Huntley came, Mr. Russell thought he might 
have Hannah auy day he chose to ask her, and so 
he never asked her tili it was too late." 

" / think he would not be too late now,*' cried 
Mrs. Good. " I will lay you any wager — ^^ 

" My dear, I never lay wagers.'* 

« Well !— we shall see." 

" Yes," Said Mr. Good, as he deliberately col- 
lected the fragments of the last biscuit ; " time 
will shew ! We shall see ; — we shall see !** 
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CHAPTER XI. 



NEW LIGHTS. 



Whatever doubt might be feit as to the nature of 
Mr. Russell's interest in Hannah Wellford, the 
depth of it admitted none. He was also very un- 
easy at having been the cause of Huntley's inii- 
macy with the Wellford family, while so little was 
known of bis character. Every one seemed to 
take him on trust; and Mr. Russell was almost 
provoked with Mrs. Wellford for relying with such 
easiness on bis having been the introducer, as a 
gage for HunÜey's honour. He bad, indeed, early 
satisfied some compunctious visitings on ihis score 
by writing a letter of inquiry to his cousin Frank ; 
but afler vainly expecting an answer for several 
weeks, he leamt that Frank had set off some time 
before on a tour through Switzerland ere his 
letter could have reached him ; and Huntley's in- 
creasingintimacy with the Wellfords, in the mean- 

VOL. II. H 
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while, had rendered it more difficult and invidioris 
to put them on their guard; while greato* oppor- 
tunities of judging of his habits and opinions, 
made the anxious vicar still more suspicious that 
mach which was taken for granted, existed only 
on the surface. These were the doubts and diffi- 
culties which had lately withheld faim from the 
White Cottage, where he had not quite temper 
enough to behold Huntley familiarly established. 

On the moming after Lady Worral's tea party, 
Mr. Russell was not a litüe pleased by the receipt 
of a thick packet from his cousin Frank. " All 
suspicions will at length be banished or con- 
lirmed," thought he, as he tore off ihe enrelope. 
The yoüng artisfs letter was as follows: 



<^ Oreek Street, September 25tli. 



" DEAR RUSSELL, 



" Only two days retumed from a most en- 
Qhanting three months' ramble which has enriched 
my portfolio with sketches innum^rable, and my 
memory with subjects for many a dream 

'^ On Summer eve by haunted stream." 

^^ Had you accompanied me, knapsack on shoul- 
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der, yoü would certainly have laughed, when 
scenes more beautiful ihan my imagination had 
ever conceived, made me dance and almost shout 
with ecstasy; and as I canH bear to be ridiculed 
when ihe fit is on me, it is lucky that you were 
not within sight and earshot. So here is a letter 
from you that has been Ijdng on my writing table 
ever since June 12ih ! With regard to this young 
Huntley you have written to me about, I sup- 
pose by this time you can say 

'* He has come, he is gone ; we hare met. 
And may meet, perhaps, never again $ " 

or at any rate you have had abundant time to make 
out his character for yourself, so that any attempt 
to delineate it now, will be useless. Afascinating 
young fellow he certainly is, as of course you 
hare discovered; and though rather lax in some 
of his notions, by no means so bad as to run away 
wiih any of the lambkins of your little flock — 
provided papa and mamma keep a prudent look- 
out. In Short, the only ^ 

** September 28th. 

" I was interrupted here by a friend, who car- 
ried me off to see a capital Guido just imported. 

H 2 



148 VILLAGE BELLEST 

A thoüsand things have occupied me since, and 
among others, I have called on Mrs. Huntley. 
Perhaps you know Huntley has a mother and 
sister — ihe latter, a charming creature, fair, gentle, 
and elegant. From theiny 1 leamt that Huntley 
is still at Summerfield; and what keeps him so 
long in such an obscure place, they can only 
guess, as he never favours them with very com- 
municative letters. EmmeUne, however, (that is 
his sister,) suspects there is some attachment in 
the case ; as he has sent to her for music, Italian 
books, and I know not what besides, all evidently 
for female accommodation. She says she hopes 
it may be so, as she thinks Arthiu: would be a 
better and a happier man if he were united to a 
wife whom he thoroughly esteemed as well as 
loved. And as there thus appears some pro- 
bability that he actually does mcditate stealing 
one of your lambkins, I may as well teil you all 
I know of him from first to last, of which infor- 
mation you can then make what use seemeth good. 
To teil the truth, I began this sheet intending to 
dismiss the matter in a brace of sentences, and to 
devote the remaining space to a rapturous de- 
scription of the Vaudois. But having broken the 
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chain of my ideas, and beginning to take some in- 
terest in the subject in band, you shall have the 
whole Story without fiirther preamble. 

" Huntley is by birth a genüeman ; andhistalents 
as you must have discovered, are of the first order. 
He unites industry to genius, and it is therefore 
probable that he will rise to considerable eminence 
in his profession. His father married a very beau- 
tiful and amiable young woman, whose rank in 
life was not equal to his own;— the daughter of 
some music master or tutor, I believe, — I am not 
sure which. This m^salliance offended his family, 
who would never take the smallest notice of him, 
nor of his widow and children after his death. 
Will you believe it? Huntley is very sore on this 
point, and cannot forgive his mother for being, as 
he considers her, the cause of his being confined 
to a rank beneath that in which he is entitled to 
shine! Captain Huntley left his widow two or 
three hundred a year, on which she managed to 
live respectably in a cheap part of the country. 
Unluckily she had, previous to this time, and in 
the hope of conciliating her husband's relations, 
Igiven up the chärge of her son to an old aunt of 
Captain Huntley's, the only member of the family 
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who had not utterly cast him off; and thua, 
opportimity was lost of riveting the boy's aflec- 
tioQS on bis mother and altaching him to bome. 
Tlie old lady brought him up very injudiciously, 
spoilt him by indulgence, exerted no controul over 
bis temper, and taught him to hate asd despise 
bis motber's family. The worst of it was tbat 
being hterally oiie of the children of tbis world, 
she eudowed bim witb no rcligious principle. 
Luckily for Huntley, tbis old beldame died when 
he was about twelve years old; but she did all the 
härm she could by leaving what little property she 
had, to become his on attaining majority, while 
the interest meautime was to defray the expenses 
of his education and supply him with pocket mo- 
uey. HuüÜey was now sent to school for a few 
years, and his holidaya instead of being spent at 
a luxurious bome, were pa^sed benealh the buiu- 
ble roof of his mother. His predilection for 
painting had early shewii itself, and as iio one 
uniled the wish with the power to alter his deter- 
minationin the choiceof a profession, he became 
a pupUofoue of OUT best artists, As he boarded 
with his teacher, Mrs. Huntley had little oppOT- 
tmiity of watchLag the bent of liia mind, ( 
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Touring to controul it; but at the expiration of 
bis studies, sbe quitted ber Welsb cottage for tbe 
purpose of keeping bouse for bim in town. It 
soon became evident bow ill tbey would agree to- 
getber. Mrs. Huntley blamed ber son for tbe ex* 
pensive elegancies witb wbicb sbe found bim sur- 
romided, and wbicb, tbougb by no means out of 
tbe way to London eyes, were quite tbe reverse 
to one wbo bad long been confined witbin a nar* 
row income; but as Huntley bad just attained 
possession of bis legacy, be laugbed at ber re- 
monstrances. Moreover, Mrs. Himtley, wbo may 
be ratber over-strict in ber religious notions, was 
shocked at tbe laxity of ber son^s principles and 
practice. Mucb reproof on ber part and ridicule 
on bis, was tbe consequence; and be sougbt re- 
fuge from ber attempts at bis conversion, in gayer 
Society. So attractive are Huntley'B manners tbat 
be was welcomed and sougbt out, notonly by bro- 
tber artists of similar tastes and babits, but by 
many men of superior rank, at wbose convivial 
meetings be was a favoured guest. Tbus courted 
and flattered, no wonder tbat be leamt to believe 
it was at bome alone be was imdervalued. Fe- 
male srnUes also bad some influenae over bim; 
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aristocratic beauty, if studio gossip speaks 
bewildered his heart as well as his eyes, and there 
is some story of a painter's beautiful daughter 
having died of disappointment, because the person 
to whom she was engaged, — chauged his miiid ! 
Aa this has not come to iny own kuowledge, how- 
ever, I pass it over. Biit ccrtain it is, that to 
keep pace with his gay friends, HuuÜey plunged 
into evory tind of disaipation, and that his afiairs 
became much involved. His muther assisted him 
witli her slender purse ; but thia generosity, though 
it touclied him with momentary gratitude, could 
not enhancc his relish for the atmosphero of home. 
He neverconld help fceling or iäncying that there 
was a taint of vulgarity about his mother, and was 
repelled by what he tcrmed inelegance and gau- 
ckerie in his aister, though the faults of both ex- 
isted only in big fastidious imagiuation, and Miss 
Huntley, eapecially, is one of the most naturally 
gracefid and elegant creatures that ever breathed. 
Themoment the brush was laid down, he soughl foi 
Elimuhis abroad, auiong his friends, al the opera, or 
the theatre. Thus affairs went on tili some misun- 
deratanding more serious than usual, occasioned 
a total nipture between the mother and son, 
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it was mutually determined that they should part. 
Mrs. Hunüey took a small house near Dulwich, 
and her son engaged lodgings in a fashionable 
Street where he has remained ever since. A re- 
conciliation was with infinite diflSculty, patched 
up by Emmeline, but no peace between such 
opposite characters can be entire or lasüng. 
Such is ihe history of my gay and gifted Mend, 
who, it seems, is making such havoc among you 
at Summerfield. Upon my honour, he must be 
deeply enamoured, to have lowered his crest to 
a level with the best of your village maidens; 
he, who swooped at the hijjhest game ! If you 
had any sisters of your own, I should venture a 
Word or two of caution ; but as that is not the 
case, why should I puzzle or concem myself for 
some one who may after all only tum out to be 
a lady of the niist, a beauteous exhalation of a 
whimsical fancy? or why should 1 pursue the 
invidious task of dilating on the errors of ä young 
man in whose Company I have passed many gay, 
if not many wise hours ? I can't Ihink what ails 
my spirits to-day. This villainous thick London 
air ! who can breathe in it, after knowing what 
it is to respire a mountaiii breeze? Art seems 

h3 
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stagnant — half Ihe academicians are foiraging for 
new subjects, in and out of Ihe couiitry, and the 
rest aie dozing wlule tbe oU dries ou their pal- 
lets. No parliament sitting for the good of the 
uatioD, nor beauties for the good of onr purses 
— no new böoks, no new faces, no new con- 
spiracies or murders. The newspaper-mongers 
niuüt be living on the gaiii of a dead loss ! — 
Ailer all, Iluntley has discovered a secret worth 
knowing to epicures of excitement ; ti»e best 
amusement in such times as these is falling in 
love ! Vive Pamour, le campagne, et la beauU ! 
" Thy loving kinsman, 

" Frank Russell." 

Mr. Russell's first thought on änishing this 
letter, was to shew it to Mrs. Wellford, He 
would thus disencumber his conscience of a heavy 
weight; she would be the responsible agcnt ; and 
if ehe chose to persist in encouraging Huntley 
as the suitor of her daughter, it would be wilh 
open eyes. 

Accordingly, at about Üie time wheii he thought 
Mrs. Wellford nioat lihely to be at Icisure, he left 
bis house ; and close to the cliurch-yard gatc feil 
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in with Hannah and Rosina. The unexpected 
sigfat of the person he was thinking of and the 
certainty that he should find Mrs. Wellford at 
home without chance of mterruption, made him 
speak to the giils with a degree of huny which 
much amused Rosina, who pondered for ten 
minutes on the cause of Mr. Rnssell's perturba- 
tion. On their retum, she was snrprised to see 
her mother with red eye«. 

Mrs. Wellford had had a discussion and almost 
a dispute with Mr. RusseU. On his proceeding, 
afler certain circumlocutory prefaces, to'tell her 
in piain English, that soon after his becoming 
aequainted with Mr. HunÜey, he had written to 
his cousin Frank to inquire into the respectability 
of the young man, and that he had brought her 
the tardy reply in case she feit any curiosity as 
to its Contents, Mrs. Wellford thanked him very 
heartily for the ofier, adding something which she 
left unfinished as she hastily opened the proffered 
letter, about its becoming now important to leam 
a& much of Mr. Huntley's habits and connexions 
as possible. Mr. Russell watched her counte- 
nance, and saw it cloud very deeply as she read 
the second and third pages of Frank's foolscap 
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sheet ; and wlien sLe had fiuished it, she leant her 
head upon her liand, and tlie tears trickled through 
her fingers. Biit, wiping these hastily away, she 
toolc up the letter again, observing to Mr. Russell 
that she was vexing berself very foolishly, for that 
on cöDsideralion, ihe greater part of what Mr. 
Fraok Russell had stated amounted to little. And 
then, going over it froin the beginning, she made 
her own remaiks as she went along ; obserying in 
the fiist place, that Mr. Huntley's edncalion having 
bcen committed to a very injodicious preceptress 
was his misfortune ralher ihan bis fault, and Ihal 
if, in after life, he had done as much ae possible to 
rectily his youthftd errors, it was aa niuch as could 
be espected, and more than manj young men 
would eßect. Secondly that his choice of a pro- 
fession, wbicb was so inuch less likely to attract 
ambition and vauity than Ihe army or the law, and 
his indiistrious pursuit of it, spoke much in hia 
favour. Thirdly, that the liixuries of which Mrs. 
Huntley complained, were such as, the writer ac- 
knowledged, were common to I^ondon eye«. 
Foiirthly, tbat ill judged attempts at conversion, 
and trite moralizing, were likely enoiigh to di»- 
gust ayoung man with bis bome, which it sbould 
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have been his mother's business to inake pleasant 
to him. Fifthly, that it was probable that Mrs. 
and Miss Huntley's manners were vulgär, and 
their minds narrow and common place, notwith» 
Standing Mr. Frank SusselPs opinion to the 
contrary. And sixthly —now^ Mrs. Wellford owned, 
they were Coming to the real difficulties of the 
oase, — ^it was natural that a young man of genius 
just one and twenty, should be rather thoughtless 
in his use of a legacy. It appeared that his mo- 
ther had paid his debts, which could not have 
been very great, since her own income was only 
two hundred pounds. 

Mr. Russell corrected her— three hundred. 
Well, three hundred. " Two or three hundred 
a year." However, Mr. Huntley's embarrassments 
must be inquired into, as well as this story of the 
painter's daughter, whenever he should propose 
for Hannah. As he had not yet done this, to 
the best of Mrs. Wellford's belief, and as Hannah 
was not a girl to give away her affections unasked, 
any such inquiry at present would be rather pre- 
mature, though she was much obliged to Mr. Rus- 
sell for the interest he seemed to take in her 
daughter's welfare. As to the slory of the painter's 
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daughter, she owned she should like to have that 
cleared np at once, for the gratification of her 
own curioßity, and it would most likely tum oat 
to be an error. Mr. Russell might take notice, Ins 
cousin did not vouch for it. Ferhaps Mr. Russett 
would have the kindness to write once more to his 
cousin ou the subjeet, and to ask him to sift it to 
the bottom, without leading him to infer that any 
one but himself was interested in the inqiury. 
Ten to one, it would prove an ill-natured storjr. 
It was not unlikely that Mr. Frank Russell saw 
üsüT less into Mr. Huntley's real character than she 
did. Idle^ chit chat in Studios, anction rooms, 
theatres, and dinner parties, just at the time when 
men were busy or seeking relief irom business, 
could afibrd much less opportunity of judging 
of the mind and heart than the daily routine of 
quiet country life, where there was no excitement, 
no false glare, no temptation to be striving to 
appear more worldly than in reality. 

Mr. Russell was quite taken by surprise by the 
flow of Mrs. Wellford's eloquence. He had had 
no idea of finding her heart so completely in 
Huntley's cause. That she should weigh every 
thing well before admitting its truth and import- 
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ance was perfecüy natural, but there was an 
aceent of displeasure at his interference, a tone of 
coolness, for which he had been whoUy unpre- 
pared. That ^^ thanking him for the interest he 
seemed to take in her daughter,'' cut him to the 
heart. Mr. Russell made use of the first oppor- 
tumty of speaking which the lady allowed him, 
with more warmth than on any occasion recorded; 
he spoke of Uannah's simplicity, of Hannah's tn- 
expeiience, of Hannah^s happiness at stake, with 
so much energy as to dissolve Mrs. Wellford in 
tears. But she could not give up Huntley. No : 
she was so certain that he really was well prin* 
cipled, that his heart was good, that his heart was 
devoted to Hannah ! Hannah, so good, so attrac" 
tive, so charming ! Hannah to lose her first, her 
only lover, — one who seemed at least, to deserve 
her, through the misrepresentations of one who 
had written in idleness or in malice ! Mrs. Well- 
ford wondered to herseif, with a little bittemess, 
how it was that Mr. Russell had kept this marvel- 
lous interest in Hannah's welfare so quietly asleep 
tili Hannah had nearly reached the age of twenty- 
three! 

In short, the interview was unsatisfactory. One 
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would not, and one could not, be convinced ; and 
yet, though Mrs. Wellford declared she laid not 
the smallest stress on Mr. Frank RusselFs Com- 
munications, they had had the effect of malung 
her very unhappy ; and she renewed her request 
that Mr. Russell would write again to his cousin. 
He promised that he would, and quitted the White 
Cottagc more surprised and disappointed at Mrs. 
Wellford's conduct than, an hour before, he could 
have believed possible. " She is wilfuUy, child- 
ishly blind ! " thought he, " blind to her daughter's 
best interests. And all for the säke of seeing a 
daughter married ! The only thing mothers care 
for, from first to last!" If ever Mr. Russell was 
in an ill humour, it was on this blessed day. 
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CHAPTER XII. 



CBOSS PURPOSES. 



Mbs. Wellford brooded over all that had passed, 
and altemately trembled for Hannah's happiness, 
found excuses for Huntiey, and fretted at Mr. 
Russell's doubts and prophecies, tili at length, an 
idea darted into her head, which atoned for all 
the vicar's brtisquerie^ accounted for his warmth, 
and elucidated much which had hitherto been 
mysterious. He must certainly be himself at- 
tached to Hannah; and downright jealousy had 
occasioned all this curious investigation of Hunt- 
ley's early history. Though this by no means 
cleared Huntley of the errors laid to his charge, 
and left M rs. Wellford as anxions and doubtfiil as 
ever, whether he were worthy of Hannah, she 
could not help feeling a glow of pride at the idea 
of her daughter's conquest of such a man as the 
▼icar. In the aflemoon, when Rosina observed 
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" how Tery oddly Mr. Russell had behaved in the 
inoming, and indeed, bow stränge and imaccount- 
ablü he had bcen for some time," Mrs. Wellford 
smiled wilh great significance, and remarked thal 
his conduct really was unaccoun table, itnless he 
were in lovc. And on Hosina's exclaiming, 
" Surely, tbat would be too ridiculous ! " her mo- 
ther rcplied with the oracular Observation tbat 
" Stranger thiugs had happened," Rosina co- 
lüured, and kept her surprise to herseif. Somebow 
it ncver occurred to her that ilannah could have 
two admirers. 

Within a day or two, Mr, Russell happened to 
have business al Heeley, and on retuming through 
the town, he saw the Miss Wellfords in tbe piin- 
cipal shop, parcel haberdasher's, parcel chemi&t's, 
paroel librarian's. He went in, and found Hannab 
buying gloves, and Huntley and Roaina amusing 
themselves wilh esaiuining tbe contents of tbe 
bookshelves, which contained tbree sets of travels, 
and tweuty novcls. JlunÜey was diverting him- 
self with culbng the choicc pa^sagcs scored in 
pencil or with tliumb-nails, by milliners' appren- 
tices, and marked by such encomiums as " Excel- 
lent! — how afiecting ! — bow true to nature," &c. 
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Rosina was deep in one of the Scotch novels, 
which she declared she must take home ^^ to 
amuse mamma;" and, to gratify her filial piety» 
Mr. Russell dropped two volumes into one pocket 
and a third into the other. Thus ballasted, he 
drew her arm within his, observing that it was 
now her duty to beguile the weariness of his jour- 
nej homeward. Huntlej told her that she had 
selected the least worthy of Sir Walter's works, 
but added that hü worst was better than most 
men's best, and that for his own part, he loved 
even his faults. Mr. Russell observed that thisL 
was letting partiality have too much influence oyer 

judgment. 

" And would you always have partiality kept 

within the bounds of judgment?" 

" Yes, always. I would love what was good 

and blame what was bad in any book, any thing, 

or any person.'* 
" Then, if the good pi-eponderates over the 

bad in either the thing or the person, I think 

you are cruelly strict; because no one is per* 

fect.*' 

** But that is no reason why faults are not to be 

corrected.** 
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" It is a rcason why some faulls slioiüd be to- 
lerated, Give mc a friend that woiild love nie 
wholly, undividedly, faults and all." 

" Such a person woidd not be a friend, be- 
cause a real friend would teil you of your faults." 

" ' A friendly eye would never see sucli taults.' " 

" ' A flatterer's would not, tliough they were as 
high as huge Olympus,' but as far as regards a 
plaiu spoken, right minded friend, — I think he 
would fry to conceal them from other eyes, but 
endeavour to malte them as clear as daylight lo 
yourself." 

" All office, Mr. Russell, wbich plenty of füends 
are always mighty willing to undertake, — friends, 
in whom it would sometiines be difficult to find 
any other mark of friendship. Oh! I hate, I ab- 
jure your ' friendly freedoms!' Depend lipon it, 
they cause half tbe misuuderstanding.s and cool- 
nesses that arise amoug relations and neighbonr«. 
A man who reprimands anotlier, Stands for the 
monient on higher ground ; he has ihc power of 
saying ' 1 am better than thou,' to some one who 
in every point but one, ia very likely bis superior. 
I have heard that it is, or was, the practice in the 
I^ancasterian schoola, when a litUe boy came up 
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with his class without having performed his 
moming ablutions, to pick out a clean little girl 
who Was instructed to approach the dirty little 
boy and give him a slap on the face. It alwajs 
appeared to me a likely plan to make ihe clean 
little girl malicious and conceited." 

Huntlej had the laugh on his side; and the 
narrowness of the path obliging the walkers to 
separate into couples, he led the way with Han- 
nah, remarking to her, sotto voce, 

" Mr. Russell reminds me of ComwalVs reproof 
of Kent in King Lear — 

' This is a man 
Who, having been praised for bluntness, doth affect 
A surly roughness ; and constrains the garb 
Quite from his nature : he cannot flatter, he ! 
An' they will take it, so ; if not, — he 's piain.' 

But perhaps I am wrong in demanding undi- 
vided friendship irom man ; it is only woman who 
can love through clouds and sunshine, and see no 
imperfections in those to whom she is attached.** 

Mr. Russell was meanwhile observing to Ro- 
sina, " Would any one think, now, to hear Mr. 
Huntley claiming indiscriminate partiality, that 
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he could ever laugh at a distant Mend, or tum a 
relation into ridicule?'* 

" He certainly indulges in satire, sometimes," 
Said Rosina. 

'^Oh yes, we often find tbat those who mosl 
dislike pain themselves, have least objection to 
inflict it on others." 

Here Mr. Russell feil into a rererie ; and as he 
walked very slowly, Rosina asked him if he were 
tired of carrying the books. 

"Not in the least," replied he, rousing up, 
" I had entirely forgotten them. What is a weight 
in the pockets to a weight on the mind?— K the 
novel is no heavier to read than it is to carry, you 
may think yourself very weU off." 

" I hope you do not think me very foolish for 
liking novels." 

"Foolish! I think a good novel is a veiy 
rational recreation. Oh no, it is some time since 
I have thought you fooHsh." 

" You own that you did, once, Mr. Russell.^ 

" Why, once, — I did, indeed, have some mis- 
givings how you might tum out; but time hat 
convinced me that a lady may be indulged in a 
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little frivolity at sixteen, without being utterljr 
hopeless at sixty. No, Rosina, no one could 
love and live with your mother and sister, and 
yet be foolish." 

^^ I am glad to hear you say so; for sometimes, 
when I think how completely difierent I am firom 
Hannah, I almost despair of being any thing 
better than a grown up child if I live to the age of 
Methusaleh." 

"And how often are you troubled with these 
serious reflections?" 

" Oh, oftener than you would suppose. Mr. 
Good vexed me amazingly one day, when mamma 
had been telling him that one of her daughters 
had Said so and so, by replying * Oh, you need 
not teil me which of your daughters, no one 
could mistake a speech of Rosina's for Hannah's, 
or vice versa.' Now, as the remark in question 
was rather a flippant one, you cannot think how 
ashamed I feit! It was horrible to consider that 
no one ever gave me credit for speaking common 
sense ! Ever since, I have been trying, at spare 
times, to construct my ideas and expressions as 
much on Hannah's model as possible.'' 
j^No,no, Rosina, that will neveranswer. As well 
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might L' Allegro dress up in Üie cypress weeds of 
II Penseroso. Do not spoil your ori^nality by 
endeavouring to acquire what will only sit awk- 
wardly on you, after all." 

'* You frighten me, Mr. Russell ! Originality ? 
Am 1 an original?" 

" Indeed you are," replied he, laughing. 

" Oh, now I see that you and Mr. Good are in 
a conspiracy agaiust me. But seriously, how am 
I to set about improving, if 1 am not to copy 
Hannah?" 

^^ A serious question demands a serious answer. 
It is my humble opinion that, without copying 
Hannah, you might adopt some of those means 
which have made her what she is. Read more, 
think more— 1 must not say consult the looking- 
glass rather less." 

" You may say so," said Rosina, colouring, 
" because I really do desire to improve." 

" And 1 really believe you!" replied Mr. Rus- 
sell, with uncommon animation, '* and have even 
confidence enough in your good sense to say, that 
there would be less danger in your looking-glass 
if it reflected a less pretty face. There is a speech 
now, which would tum many a young lady's 
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brain ! And yet I am hardy enough to make it to 
a little coquette." 

" You do not think me a coquette, I hope." 

^^ I used a diminutive — a little coquette; and 
the less, I must confess, the better." 

Again Mr. Russell seemed oppressed, by the 
weight on bis mind orin bis pockets. 

" Did your mother say any tbing to you, Ro- 
sina," asked be, abruptly, " about wbat passed 
between us yesterday?" 

" Not a Word ! I was not aware sbe bad even 
Seen you!" 

"Indeed!" 

" Ob, now you remind me of it, I remember 
sbe did mention in a casual way, tbat you bad 
called upon ber. I tbougbt sometbing appeared 
to bave made ber low-spirited ; but after ber tell- 
ing me tbat sbe was quite well, I did not tbink I 
bad a rigbt to make any furtber inquiry." 

" True, very true. I ratber repented, after- 
wards, tbat I bad seen ber. Low-spirited was 
sbe?" 

" Ob, not enougb so to make you uneasy. Sbe 
was very cbeerfiil in tbe aftemoon." 

"Cbeerful!" 

VOL. II. I 
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-After a teoiMtot^s üS^ce^ Mr. Rutisell repeialed 
^^ Ye8y I am sony for what pasi^ hetWemi uB. 
It would have been better if I hacl not qH)ken at 
au on tbe Büljeöt, or etie^ if I had trpoken to 
Hannah or to ^u-Mbtit <hcte ave times wbeii 
strong feelhig maflceB us adt tM^BAj.^ 

^^ Deax," Glied RoBma, beedlesisljy '^does stixtig 
feeling ever AAeffOweict tmwisely ?^ 

" Why ttot?* Said Mr. Rässell, stopping sböit, 
and colourmg to bis temples. 

It instantty oceHrred to Rosina, fhat tbc^e-cöuld 
no longer be a question as to Mr. Russell^s bdng 
in love. Not knowing what might come next, 
nor what might hare 'be^ the nature of his inter- 
view with her moihOT, she began to 'fed exces- 
sively unctom^Dftable, afnd to wish th^ coold 
come up with Hannah and HonÜey. All Mr. 
Russell\s addiesses, his attention to her at Ijady 
Worral^s, her mother^s red effes^ and sigbificttüt 
hints, came to remembrance, and seemed to her, to 
have but One Interpretation. Her mother had been 
proud of the compliment implied by Mr. RuiäseU's 
propoeals, and yet ünwilling to sacrifiee her to a 
man twice her age^ and for ^whcttn ehe had no 
warmer sentiment than respect. It must be so, 
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it x^uld Doft be loAerwifiel Poor Bosins^ &Ettered, 
y^ "woeßslij dificonceri^d, stole her bood from her 
compimkm-s arm^ .and began to open ber parasol ; 
whileli«, Httle ^giiessu^ «rhat was passing in bcr 
thoughtSy though not without bis own embarrass- 
mentS; said — 

" Does it really appear so very ridiculous to 
you that I should be snsceptible of strong feel- 
ing?" 

" Bidiculous^ — dear me! no, — ^I did not know I 
had used such a word. By the by, where is 
Dash? He was m sight just now — I think he 
must have run into that tumip field." 

" Pray, Rosma, what is your real opinion of 
Mr. Hunüey?" 

" In what respect?** said she, much surprised 
at the question. '' His genius, or his manners, 
or what?" 

" No, no — his temper, for instance?** 

" I have never seen it tried." 

" That is likely enough — and even if you had, 
genius and manner, with ladies, cover a multitude 
of sins.'' 

" Of foibles, I allow, but surely not sins." 

I2 
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^^ Perbaps,*' said Mr. Russell, with a little aspe- 
rity, ^^ there are few eins which we cannot soften 
into foibles.'' And changing the subject with a 
gentler voice, he began to speak— -of Swedish 
tumips! 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

FRIENDLY INTENTIONS. 

SoMETiMES, when we axe inclined towards a cer- 
tain line of conduct which we are not quite sure 
is right or prudent, circumstances seem to lead us 
to it whether. we will or no. 

A visit had long been owing to the Hollands. 
Mrs. Wellford, who was not very strong, did not 
feel quite equal to a bot walk across tbe fields, 
and Rosina bad lately taken a dislike to tbe society 
of Miss Pboebe, on account of ber repeated allu- 
sions to Mr, Huntler and Souvenirs of Lewis Pen- 
nington, tbougb ber alleged reason was Pboebe*s 
excessive stupidity. As it is not quite fair to be 
rüde to all wbo are stupid, Hannab, to wbose 
sbare disagreeable visits, &c. usually feil, resolved 
one cool moming, to please all parties by Walking 
over to tbe Grange. Rosina was sure sbe would 
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be üied to death, bat made only a faint ofier to 
accompany her, which Hajutah was too good- 
natured to accept. 

Viitue is sometimes its own reward. Hanna]i 
did not, indeed, meet Mr. Huntiey by the way ; 
but in ihe Orange parloui sho found Mr. Russell, 
■who gave thc coiwersation a more respectable 
tum than she had expected ; or at any rate, his 
good natured share of such small talk as the Miss 
Hollands were capable of suetaining, was uttered 
in a voice, to which from having long associated 
it with sensible remarks, Haneah had lettmt to 
attribute something sensible in itself. She length- 
ened her visit more than she had intended, and 
on her rising to wish good moming, Mr. Kussell 
took up his hat at the same time, and they qtiitted 
the Grauge together. 

" I was luther surpriBed to see you come in un- 
accompanied this moming," said he, trying lo 
smile. " You do not often walk alone now." 

" I could not persuade Rosina to take so kmg 
a walk," said Hannah, colouring. " You know 
ehe is not particidarly foud of calling at the 
Grange." 

" \Vhy, there are wiser and wiltier persons in 
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the wo4d than il^e Miss Hollsgid^j^ i^ w^^ ^^ 
confessed; but for my own pait^ rem^b^iix^ 
that we shall find imperfection look which way 
we will; and that their folly is at all events 
tolerably hanaleiia» \ prefeif 9I4 £fiQ^dß to n^yr 
ones. But I oaimot expeot Hosma ^ even you to 
do the same.'* 

^^ I hope we oce aot in ihe babit of sUghting 
cid ftiends," said Hann^ hadtUy« ^^ Sur^ly, Mr« 
Russell, you do not Aii^rriyQU cmpiot imagine-r- 
surely, nothiug haa made you £mQj tb.^t we baye 
sligbted pou ?'** 

" Nothing of the kind.'* 

^ I am glad to beax it ßut are yqu quite 
smcere?" said she, eiurpestlyit " We. baije^ indee^ 
once or twice fenoied-r-'* 

"What?'* 

^^ That you ha4 beeu hurt at some iiaagipaiy 
eoolness or rudeness. We have. sq s?idon^ seen 
you lately !'* 

^^ Noy iudeed ! I am tbe last p^son (o torment 
myself by any fancies of the sort, and am .well 
assured that neiiher you nor your mother are ca- 
pricious or unkind. It would be painAü to me 
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to suppose you were either. If / have appeared 
surlyj thinli that 



'^ Grief and blood ill-tempered rezed me.** 

I am afraid I can plead no better excuse. I have 
been too churlisli to be able to enjoy the sight of 
your happiness." 

^^ That does not seem like Mr. Russell,'* said 
Hannah, dotxbtfully. He continued to walk at 
her side, however, without attempting to enter on 
his defenee. At lengih she observed — 

^^ This is a delightful autumn ! I tbink I never 
knew so pleasant a season." 

" May you always think so P exclaimed Mr. 
Russell, hastily. " May you remember it with 
equal pleasure, ten, twenty years hence !" 

" Thank you," said she, looking down,—" ten, 
twenty years ! how much may happen, how müch 
we may alter in that time ! How different oiur 
views may be, from what they are now !** 

" Different indeed !" said Mr. Russell, with a 
sigh. 

^^ I thought," pursued Hannah, " that I had 
cured myself of castle-building long ago; but 
lately, I have somehow become fond of specu- 
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lating on ftiturity ; which is certainly very foclish, 
because, argue ön what probabilities we will, we 
cannot teil what trifling accidents may entirely 
change our destiny and even our wishes." 

" Yet I dare not find fault with your foolish- 
ness, Hannahy since I cannot always help castle- 
building myself. I am cured of it for the present, 
however." 

" Pray teil me what has been your eure, that I " 
may eure myself 

" I should be sony to recommend you so unpa- 
latable a medicine. In the fixst place, I have 
sunk some inches in my own opinion, and in the 
second, I have been disappointed in oihers; so 
that what with finding one whom I imagined a 
very clever fellow, nothing more than a dreamy, 
stupid old bachelor, and with not knowing whether 
to regret or rejoice in the happiness of one for 
whom I have a passing good esteem, — my Castles 
have been tumbLed down firom their airy height by 
rather an ungentle process." 

" And may I venture to ask whose happiness 
you know not whether to rejoice at or regret?" 

" One so good and gentle," said Mr. Russell, 
after a pause, " that I could not bear to give 

I 3 
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her mmecessaiy ps^B^^^nor jet to hasard her 
peace for want of oomage to ghre a ürndj 

waming.'* 

^^I think,^ Said Hannah, coloiiiiiig anxionsly, 
^^ that you are alluding to me. If I am mistaten, 
pray forgive my vanity ; but if I am right, let me 
assure you that I woiüd rather run the. chance of 
unnecessary pain, than ihat of any unknown daa- 
ger for want of the waming you are fi^arftd of 
giving.'* 

"Would you? But yet, I Imöw not what 
right I have— " 

"Oh, pray do not question the right! Have 
you not been my mother's fiiend, my friend, ever 
8ince I was old enough to feel the ralue of one?" 

Hannah's lip quivered; and Mr, Russell strug- 
gling against an uneasy feeling in his tbroat, 
began with,— 

" The fact is, Hannah, I have been interested 
in your improvement and happiness ever since 
you were a litüe girl of twelve years old, — that is, 
ever since I first came to Summerfield. You 
allowed me, from the beginning, to advise you 
what books to read, to teil you what idle habits 
you should avoid, and what active duties you 
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should practise, and to take you to task for what- 
ever litüe female wßaknes$eif \ ^^9^1.4 ^^Wy ^^ 
that, if thp habit of intprfeTeRce Jias ^on be- 
eome inveterate, th^ &ult must be in yoipr own 
docUity." 

I^ajinah Ust^ned attenti?ely d^^adiiig wliat was 
tp follow. 

"That such a girl as you are"— pursued Mr. 
Russell ; ^^ now, H^uuiah, pray ren^qmber that I 
am a piain spoken vicar, old enough if not wise 
enough to admonish my young parishioners, — 
that such a girl as you are, should es^cite admira- 
tion and attachment, is nothing very wonderfiü, 
and that you should be susceptible to the äattery 
of attßntion ^xlä Ü^e charm pf genius, is equally 
natural; but-r-May I go op, or have I already 
given offence?T-I may speak? I have but one 
Word to say. Be very cautious before you let 
ypur feelings influence you too far, and before 
you satisfy yourself that Mr. HunÜey is worthy of 
you." 

" I am very certain,** said Hannah, blushiqg 
deeply, " that you would not have spoken in this 
maniier, unless it were your opinion tjiat — that 



180 VILLAGE BELLES. 

Mr. Huntley was not — ^worthy of esteem. What 
are your reasons for ihinlring so ? " 

^^ You shall have them plainly, and then decide 
for yourself if they have any weight. 1 caü 
hazard even your anger for ihe sake of your 
happiness. In the first place, do you think your 
destiny would be safe in the hands of one whö 
has little or no religious principle?'* 

Hannah tumed pale. " You do him injustice,** 
Said she. 

"Are you certain ofthat?'' 

" As — as certain as any one can be, judging 
trom casual expressions of feeling, and the general 
tenor of a person's conversation— " 

" Well — the result of my own obserration has 
been difierent — I hope I may be wrong.'* 

" Religion is implied rather than spoken of, by 
many people," seid Hannah eagerly. " We 
cannot always teil the depth of feeling which 
exists beneath a careless surface; nor are those 
always to be most depended upon who talk the 
most." 

" Certainly not." 

" And whether it may be right or wrong, serious 
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subjects axe so commonly excluded firom general 
conversation, that it is only firom accident, and 
firom occasional times of emotion and excitement, 
that we can do more than guess at many persoHs' 
hearts. Notwithstanding this, I have heard Mr. 
Huntley sometimes speak with feeling on the 
pathos of the scriptures and the beauty of the 
Sabbath. At any rate, I am secure that he 
respects, if he does not feel the full.excellence of 
religious ordinances. So that, indeed, Mr. Rus- 
'sell, if your accusation of Mr. Huntley rests 
solely on opinion, which neither you nor I have 
had sufficient time fully to form, I must beKeve 

* 

him innocent tili I have some more serious reason 
for thinking him guilty » 

Hannah spoke with unusual animation, and her 
kindling colour wamed Mr. Russell of the danger 
of prolonging the discussion. " I will say no 
more, Hannah," resumed he. " I hope you will 
forgive me for having presumed to speak at all on 
so delicate a subject. Nothing but the zeal of an 
old fiiend can be my excuse. It was this, indeed, 
which led me to write to my cousin Frank — ^" 
" To your cousin Frank ! Aboüt what ? " 
" About Mr. Huntley. As I had introduced 
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him to jouT family, I 'thought myself )>ouud tp 
make some inquiries coDcemüig }ilg character and 
connexions," 

" Surely, Mr. Russell, if youwereinany (ioi*Ä(, 
it wouid hnve been as well to make those inquiries 
before introduciiig him to us! Bul have you re- 
ceived an answerf May I ask what it conttdns? 
Perliaps you will allow me to see it. You must 
thiiik me very bold," added she with paialiil agi- 
tatioQ. 

Mr. Russell drew out the letter, but rapidly 
glancing over it, was unwilling to gise it her. 
Frank's careless, jocund style would have been a 
mockery of her feelings, " No, no," said he, 
wishing and yet not liking her to see it, " 1 had 
better not give it you." 

" There must be some very dreadful intclligcnce 
in it then, I fear," said liannah, tuming so pale 
that he becamc alarmed, and placed ihe letter in 
her hand. " Read, and jndge for yourself," said 
he. " My duty wUl then be done, and i/ you 
think Mr. Huntley has been unfairly treated"— 

Hannah silcntly opened the letter, bul txembled 
so rauch that she could Jiardly read it. A fallen 
tiee lay near tlie path ; she sat down on it, and 
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recommenced readmg tbe letter with tolerable 
coxaposure. Her eye ran rapidly over its oontents, 
and her only coimoent a9 she sbimmed over the 
introductory page was, in rather a sarcastie 
tone, — 

'^ Mr. Frank Kussell has a fi^QO and easy style 
of writing.'' 

" Of course he did not suppose his letter would 
be Bubmitted to any eye but mine,^ said Mr. 
Russell. 

She made no answer, but hastily read on. ^* He 
grants him genius, does he?'' s^d she bitt^ly. 
" ' Incapable of forgiving his mother for being tbß 
daughter of a music-master' — ^Psbaw! All this,** 
said she, eagerly lopking up, ^' about bi3 h$^yk)g 
been spoilt in childbood by ap pld aupt, ba told 
me himself!'''-^Her countenance clouded niore 
and more as she proceeded; aud after a momi^t's 
pause, she read the letter a second tkne firom be- 
ginning to end, as if she would fix every syllable 
in her memory. Then folding it up, and retimi- 
ing it to Mr. Bussell, without so much as a sigh, 
she said in as calm a voic^ as be had ever 
beard, 
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" Thank you — ^let us now retum home." 

" You are not offended with me for believing 
you could beax to know the truth?'' said he anx- 
iously. 

She made no answer. 

" Whatever the event may be, I have had no 
motive^ Hannah, but your happmess." 

" I wish," said she, in a very low tone, " you 
would have the kindness to leave me." Mr. Rus- 
sell endeavoured to look at her averted face — 
" You are ill, Hannah?" said he, anxiously. 

" Pray leave me," she repeated still more inau- 
dibly, " I shall be better soon;" and unable any 
longer to restrain the äoodgates of emotion, her 
hands were pressed to her face in anguish, and 
buming tears feil fast over her slender fingers. 
Mr. Russell was woefuUy distressed; he would 
have endured the question of the Spanish inquisi- 
tion rather than have cau$ed tbose tears. He 
could only entreat her to compose herseif, and as- 
sure her of his deepest syinpathy . 

" I believe you do sympathize with me," said 
Hannah, dryiiig her eyes, " and that you have 
acted with the kindest intentions. Yet I wish — ^" 
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" To be deceived again, Hannah?'' 

" Yes, for it can make no düfference now. To 
be undeceived is not to — ^ 

" To what? To cease to love? And can Haa- 
nah love one who is imworthy?" 

'^ Do not a man's aetions speak plainer tban 
the tongues of twenty calumniators?" said she, 
struggling to command her voice. 

^^ Aetions? Ah, Hannah, what aetions of Mr. 
Himtley's can contradict the evidence of Ulis 
letter?" 

She hesitated, and at length answered, ^^ I could 
mention some, which I believe have never come 
to your knowledge. And yet, they were trifling^ 
too; but they indicated a noble and generous 
mind. No one who listens to his conversatiön 
can doubt — ^" 

" That he has every virtue under the sun," in- 
terrupted Mr. Russell. " Huntley has every charm 
of manner, butwe must consider stubbom facts. 
He is possessed of so many pleasing, and even 
brilliant qualities, that it is difficult not to give 
him credit for every solid virtue; and to see such 
genius as his applied to unworthy ends, might 
make an angel weep ! StiU in the vigour and what 
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may well be called the pride of youth, I fear that 
habits immical to domestic virtue and liappiness 
bave been too long fostered, for any rational hope 
to be entertained tbat any but soine very strong 
— the strongest of motives — could induce bim to 
eradicatc them. He may do this; he will promüe 
thia, it is certain, if you exact such a promise; 
but how many women have trusted in such pto- 
mises and have beeD deceived 1 How trite aie the 
maxitiiB about reformed rakes — " 

" Reformed what, Mt. Russell?" sajd Hannab, 
indignantly, 

" Nay, Ilannah," said he, " I did not thiuk of 
applying so harsh aa epithet to Mr. Huntley; but 
aie faults of temper and hardnesB of belief leec 
difficult to eure tban more offensive vices? Foi 
Huntley's sake, I wish the experiment could be 
made, — but for your own, I coufess I cannot bear 
to think of it." 

" You aie singularly thoughtüil for my weliare !" 
said Haqnah, with some displeasure. 

I am, I am, Haunah ! " retumed he, eamestly. 
You do not seem to coneider how the happi- 
ness of auotber person may be affected — " 

" Nor is tlial at all to be considered in the pre- 
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seBt case— the pain of an honr, a week, perhaps 
a month, is not to be weigbed againsl the sdf- 
reproach and miserj ei years. What are the auf- 
ferings, acute as they maj be for a time, which a 
young man endure» from disappointed love, com- 
pared with the life-consuming wretchedneaa of an 
unhappy wife? Do not mistake me, Hannah/* 
continued he, stopping short as Üiey approached 
ihe White Cottage, I am not urging you to sud- 
denly dismiss Mr. Huntley — I would only have 
you beware, and examine nairowly, and weigh 
cautiously, before you trust too confidmgly, in the 
character and disposition of one who has so much 
reason to endeavour to appear what he is not, and 
who may effeet his purpose with so much ease. 
It is your inexperience, your unprotected Situa- 
tion, which makes me thus explicit. Your mother 
is ahnest as ready to take others on trust as your- 
seif, and you have no father or guardian who 
might have saved me this iingrateful office. You 
forgive me," said he, as they reached the gate. 
Hannah gave him her band, but her heart was 
too füll to allow her to reply. She heard gay 
voices in the parlour, and ran up stairs into her 
own room, where her spirits could no longer be 
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artificially sustained« After a fit of ciyiDg, such 
as she had not yielded to for months and yeans, 
she bathed her red eyes, smoothed her hair, and 
did her best to enable herseif to join the cheerfiil 
party below with a mien as smilmg and tranquil 
as usual. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 



VILLAGE GOSSIPS. 



Nothing occurred this day, the next, or the nexty 
to bring confirmation of the suspicions awakened 
by Mr. Kussell; nor was there any perceptible 
difference in Hannah's demeanour, except a sUght 
melancholy and occasional abstraction, which ex- 
cited the raillery of Rosina. Mr. Russell, resolved 
to let things take their course, absented himself 
irom the White Cottage, nor did chance once 
throw him in the way of its inmates, duiing their 
daily walks. 

An opportunity was one moming afforded Han- 
nah of discovering what comments were made by 
the cottagers on what was passing in the rank 
above them. Her mother and sister bad gone 
out, and she was sitting at the open window of 
her bedroom, writing tö her youngest brother. 
She presently heard a countryfied female voice 
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accost the maid serrant, wlio was probably Stand- 
ing at the kitchen window, wilh " Sairant, Mis. 
Betty." 

" Good day, Mrs. Stokes," retumed Betty, 
This Mrs. Stokes was the honest dame who at pre- 
sent had tbe honour of boardiiig and lodging Mr. 
Huntley. 

" I made hold to step np," rejoined Mrs. 
Stokes, " to see if mistress could gire me one of 
them 'ere warm plaisters that did me so mnch 
good last winter. My master's got the rhenmatiz 
terr^ble bad indeed, and it keeps Iiim from bis 
work." 

" Oh, then I can teil you, that I know to a cer- 
tainty she ha« none of them left. Howsoever, 
111 teil her youVe called when she comes back, 
for very likely she has something eise that may 
do instead. She and the young ladies are ont jost 
now." 

" Oh, are they so ? Well, I dare say mistreee 
call teil of something that 11 eure the rheumatiz, 
for I ofteii says to master, I think shc's pretty 
ucar as much of a ductor as Mr. Good. She aod 
the yonng ladies is always very Idnd; how- 
Bomedever, they've iiever shewn their faces in our 
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ciottSagie ^since tay best rooms was took by tixe 
young gendemän Üialt's going to many Miss Haut- 
nah—'* 

" She going to be married to Imn ?" xsrmd Betty ; 
** wbo IfiBows that ?" 

"45Hye,dt's«llsetäed,"saidMTB.Stokcs. "Why^ 
I see libem walk about together.^ 

<'Oh, there's notlnng at all in tiiat,'' xnied 
Betty, very scornüdly, " wse've 3iad a poK%r itf 
gentlemen heie "fliis summex, iso diat yda comld 
(hardly tum -faand for them in our HtUe pacrlour, 
and'sometnnes one has wai&ed out wilih the yonng 
ladies and sometimes another ; but for all diat, 
ihcre's notbing in it, and folks are very silly to 
set repotts about, for as I said to Mr. Battt, last 
inght intiie sbop, it^s nothing on earth but flirta- 
tion." 

Here, Hannah, who had heard quite enough^ 
shut her casement with an mtentional slam, but 
as the day was windy, the hint feil unnoticed on 
the ears of so thorough-bred a gossip as Mrs. Stokes, 
who responded 

" Oh! is that all? Well, gentlefolks knows 
tfaeir own ways best, but to be sure I thought 
there was something in it. So Miss Hannah is n't 
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going to 1)6 married then, after all ? WeC, I don't 
know but what I'm glad lo hear it, too ; for our 
young squire has a temper !" 

" No, Sure ?" said Betty, incredulously. 

" Oh, tha€s as trae aa dealh — ^he carses and 
swears at a fine rate wlieu any tbing goes cross 
wilh liiiu ; and no much as Mr. Russell has eaid 
to niy master for being ratber hasty with bis 
tongue now and tben, I thinlcs to myself some- 
times, if he could but hear Mr. Huntley !" 

" Well !" rejoined Betty, " I will say for him 
that he is always mighty soft aud sweet when he 
is here, and very generous too — " 

" Ob, be's open-handed enough with bis mo- 
iiey ; I don't deny that. He pays ^eg^a^, once 
a week, and gave old Haddon a BOTereign for 
tumbling off a bay-rick ; yet for all tliat, one don'l 
like to be called hard names for not kno«'ing Iiow 
to please a fine gentleman. Such a ftiss as be 
made one day because I had thrown away a hand- 
ful of old mignionetle tbat had stood a week upon 
bis chimney-piece ! And it's a shajne to see how 
be spends his Sundays— niabing bttle pictures of 
people and houses, and reading story books in- 
stead of bis bible. Howsoever, ihat's no matter of 
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mine ; but Tm glad in my heart he's not to have 
OUT Miss Hannah.'' 

Mrs. Stokes trudged away, leaving Hannah ut- 
terly unable to finish a sentence in the middle of 
which she had been interrapted. 

Huntley, to do him justice, was very cautious 
of offending the prejudices or awakening the 
suspicions of his mistress ; yet Love, the blindest 
of deities while lapped in security, is as quick- 
sighted as Argus when once alarmed. Hannah 
was now jealously alive to the smallest appearance 
of want of ease or sincerity in his manner, and 
tprmented herseif with conjectures on trifling ex- 
pressions and actions which would formerly have 
escaped her notice. She observed that the head- 
aches of which he occasionally complained, ahnest 
always happened to trouble him on Sunday mom* 
ings; she remarkedthat though he spoke openly of 
many friends and acquaintance with whom he was 
in the habit of associating when in London, he 
scarcely ever mentioned his mother or sister, and 
never except with indifference; and now that he 
feit secure of her affection, he allowed his satire to 
fall on the Hollands, the Goods, and even Mr. 

VOL. II. K 
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Russell, in ä way thät pained 'her, while it made 
Rosiua laugh. 

Mr. Russell had meanwhile received a second 
letter from his careless cousin, which gave him 
more serious concem than the first. It ran as 
foUows : — 

^' Thy second inquiry, dear Russ, worded with 
so inuch caution and sobriety, could not fall to 
make me laugh ; knowing as I did, a litüe more 
of the ground than was suspected by thy wisdom. 
The fact is, Arthur HunÜey has a fidus Achates 
ycleped Hallet, in whose painting room I heard, 
the other day, more of what is going on at Sum- 
merfield, than is perhaps even known by its leamed 
vicar. Leam then that our hero has boasted (in 
confidence) that a pretty litüe girl has fallen in 
love with him, but that though somewhat dazzled 
at first by her piquant manners and hazel eyes, 
his heart all along has been caught by her sister, 
whöüi he verily believes he shall marry, even were 
it for no better motive than to teaze a certain 
gloomy rival who advances pretensions to the same 
lady. Do I startle you, sir? To acknowledge 
the truth, Huntley has been too cautious to men- 



TILLA6E BELLES. 195 

tion nameSy or Hallet has been too close to acknow- 
tedge them, so that I have now told you all I 
know about the matter ; but certainly, if the stoiy 
is correct, my brother of the pallet must have 
created a little Sensation a9iong you. With re- 
gaid to the painter's daughter, she did die, but 
she was not engaged to Mr. Huntley — ^it was only 
a flirtation. That, you know, sometimes means 
a good deal and sometimes very little; but as 
Grace Medwin never told her love, we have no 
right to suppose there was any love in the case. 
Girls die of consumptions every day; and though 
gossips and neighbours had pronounced it would 
be a match, we knowhow such idle reports spread 
without having any real foundation. Huntley 
painted Grace's picture ; she netted him a purse ; 
and there, veiy likely, the matter ended. Thank 
you for your invitation, but my hands are füll just 
at present. A oity Mecsenas has bespoken two 
pictures which I must finish without loss of time. 
Perhaps I may run down to Summerfield at Christ- 
mas, though old uncle Nat has a prior claim. But, 
absent or present, beheve, dear Russell, that you 
possess the entire esteem of your afiectionate 

"F.R." 
k2 
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It was on the eveniiig of the day ou which Mt 
Russell received this letter that he met the Well- 
fords, Hollands, and Greenways, at Mrs, Good's. 
Irritated al the lliought that Rosina's girlish admi- 
ratioD and his own supposcd jealousy of Huntley 
should have been made the theme of pünting- 
room mirth and chit chat, lie spoke to him drily, 
and tumed to discuss the affairs of the nation with 
Mr. Greenway. Huntley did uot care for the 
slight ; he was quizzing Phoebe Holland, by af- 
fecting to wish to paint her picture, much to the 
amusement, thougha little to the acandal, of Rosina, 
who was in agony lest she should laugh at the 
ridiculous characters and attitudes he was propos- 
ing, while Hannah, Uslening or tiying to listen to 
Mrs. Good, was doing her best not to hear what 
was going on. Her pleadinglook when she heard 
him unblushingly declare that he must send to 
town for a fresh supply of vermilion, instantly 
cbeered him and soon brought him to her side. 
" Did you tliink I was going too far ? " whlspered 
he with smihng coutrition. " There was no 
danger. Miss Phcebe would have been the last 
person lo detect me." 

" But was il quitc lair to make her ridiculous in 
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the eyes of every one who did?" said Hannah 
timidly. 

" Oh, I owe her a grudge, for persuading her 
father to try to strike a bargain with me for the 
portraits of his family at the average of five 
gumeas a head ! Conceive my horror at bemg 
taken for an itmerant Dick Tinto ! The old farmer 
might be excused for knowing no better : it was 
one of his species who, on my asking leave to 
enter his premises that I might draw a very pic- 
turesque old well, said, * Oh, aye, you may draw 
it if you like, but you'U find the handle work 
mighty hard.** The honest fellow had no other 
idea of drawing than drawing water ! And farmer 
Holland cannot be expected to be much more en- 
lightened ; but a woman, even such a woman as 
Miss Phoebe, ought to have more tact.** 

Huntley maintained his seat at Hannah's side tili 
after tea ; but the spirit of attraction which some- 
times operates on the gentlemen, and leaves the 
ladies with one side of the room to themselves, 
divided the Company this evening in Mrs. Good's 
drawing room, while Rosina was playing a duett 
with Fanny Good. Poor Fanny, with colour 
mounting to the flaxen curls which hang over 
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her temples, and eyes not wholly unwel, was 
doing her best not to disgrace herseif in this 
her first public perfonnance ; and Hannah good-na- 
turedly supported her on one aide, and tumed over 
the leaves. No great adcpt, however, in the 
merits of a school piece, her ears were not suJB- 
cienüy occupied to prevent her heariiig the ani- 
mation with which Mr. Good was debaling the 
Catholic question with bis nepliew Sam aud Mr. 
Huntley. Some sarcastic interrogation which she 
did not catch, made Mr. Good walk off with ihe 
aix of a man who ia iudignant at not baving a 
ready answer, but she had heard enoagh to know 
that hc had taken the caudous side, aud that 
Huntley, aller dispJaying a good deal of ingenuity 
in the use of allowable weapons, had not been able 
to withhold a sneer at religious prejudices en 
masse; and had asked witli the irony of Pilate, 
" Wlial is trutli ? " It was a aecond queslion, tlinist- 
ing still more home, succeeding Mr. Good's hasty 
reply to the firsl, which had ended ihe dialogue; 
and now Huntley and Sam Good, like two kin- 
dred souls, were occiipjing the bow window, tri- 
umphing in theii- victory, and laughiug witli 
perfecl good fellowahip at each others' jcsts, wHcb 
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on Saiu^s part at my rate, were not Uk^ly to be 
very brilliant. An evil conjunction of influencesl 
Sam was onQ who, not i^atisfiied with bis j&eedom 
&oni sense, made prete^sioiis to j&eedom firom pr^- 
judice, under whiob title be classed oertain old 
fasbioned ide^s wbicb spme people esteem virtues. 
Hannab bad always disliked bis intimacy with 
Mattbew, and now sbe was burt at seeing bim. ovl 
sucb easy terms witk Huntley— HunÜey, every 
way so mucb, bis superior! What could tbey 
have in common? Sbe could not belp si^bing; 
and as sbe tumed ber bead, sbe beheld Mr. Rus- 
sell leaning against tbe mantel-piece and looking 
at ber witb great melancboly. He insta^tly 
cbanged bis attitude and employment; but, unibr- 
tunately for Hannab's cbeerfulness, tbe looli, could 
not be forgotten. Anzious tbougbts, d^espite of 
berself, would arise, and almost lead to tears, in 
tbe midst of social gaiety. Huntley was agaiiii at 
ber side; b\it bis presence was not, as usual, suf- 
ficient to enliven ber. 

" Wbat bas frozen you to-nigbt ? " wbispered 
be, laugbingly, as tbey retumed bome. " Is tbe 
weatber so very cold?" 
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" It /s rather cold," said Hannah, drawing her 
shawl round her. 

" Co]d! / call il hot, forOctober!" cried Sam 
Good, who was dividing Mrs. Wellford and Ro- 
sina. " One would have thought, by the fire my 
uncle bad buUt np, it was Cluistmas. Every 
body was ready to expire except Mr. Russell 
and you, Miss Wellford. That is one of uncle 
Sam''s ridiculous poinls — having fires from a cer- 
taiii date, whetber it is bot or cold; and certiunly 
he bas Iwo or three others ; for inatance, always 
introducing everj- body to cvery body, which is 
homdlybad; and drinking healths after dinner, 
which Las gone out nobody knowa how long; and 
calling for a song after siipper, whicli is more an- 
tediluvian still; and to wind up all, having his 
seiTants in to prayers, which really — " 

" Is most antediluvian of all, 1 suppose," said 
Rosina indignantly. Huntley laughed; whether 
at or wilb Sam, it was impossible to determine, 

Hannali's spirits were low when sbe lay down 
lo sleep. All Mr. Russeirs wamings, all his cou- 
sin's evidence, all the resnlt of her own observa- 
lione rose to mind, without her having the power 
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to combat them. The unction she bad laid to her 
soll], ibat let HunÜey's faults be what ihey might, 
she should be ihe only one to suffer by ihem, had 
now no power: she trembled and shuddered for 
hiinself; the future presented nothing but ugly 
phantoms, and her piDow was baihed with silent 
tears. 

Rosma, who was unusually wakefid, could not 
help feeling a persuasion that her sister, ihough 
she lay quite stiU, was in distress. 

" Hannah,^ said she anxiously, " is any thing 
the matter ? " 

" Nothing," retumed Hannah, faintly. 

" Nothing? But are you sure you are not de- 
ceiving me?" and kissing her, she feit that Han- 
nah's cheek was wet. 

^^ You are unhappy, Hannah!" said she, ear- 
nestly; for since Rosina had begun to think less 
of herseif, she had taken more interest in others. 
** Do teil me, my dear girl, what has made you 
so. Have you and Mr. Huntley had any little 
quarrel?" 

" No,~oh no." 

" Well then, what is it? You know you may 



tnist me. Why sliould you be afraid of telliii); 
me whatever is passing in your mind? You who 
axe always wiae and good, cau have nothing you 
need conceal." 

" I think," Said Hannali huskily, after a pause, 
and speakiug with effort, " it would have been 
better, perhaps, Rosiiia, if we had never seen 
him." Here her self-command gave way, and she 
wept bitterly. 

Rosina, extremely nioved, could only wait in 
silent sympathy, tili Hannah was ahle to answer 
her witli coraposure ; and she then begged to tnow 
wliy her sister thought it would have been betler 
never to have seen Mr. Huntley. Hannah, quite 
won out of reserve by Rosina's tendemess, told 
her httle by htüe, all that had occurred to malte 
her uueasy, and thereby transferred a great por- 
tion of anxiety to the bosom of her sister. Rosina 
knew not what to thiuk or to advise : ehe was alter- 
] nately indignant and terrified at his supposed 

errors, and anxious to clear him from tbem by 
believing them ouly to have originated in misun- 
derstanding or calumny. ÄAer arguing on holh 
supposiüons with great eageniess, her lears for 
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Hannah^s bappiness made her eam^stly beg ihat 
she would leara to think of Mr. Huntley with 'm- 
differenoe. Hannah sigbed;; and Rosina, with 
more seriousness, asked her, 

" Do you really think it will be impossible, 
if events prove that we have been deceived in 
him ?" 

" No," Said Hannah, " not if my own eyes 
and ears bore witness to tbe fact. I have an in- 
expressible horror of an irreligious man : there 
could be no sympathy of mind between us ; no- 
thing on which to depend, nothing to which to 
appeal. And if he is so &stidious, how could I 
hope to preserve his affection after the first warmth 
of love had gone off — ^I, who l^ave no accomplish* 
ments, no attractions! I could not be starting 
new ideas and looking differently and amusing 
him differently every day as you would dor-I fear 
he would grow tired of me ! — And if he is subject 
to bursts of passion, even if I had courage tp e^ir 
dure them against myself, I could not support 
the sight of his unkindness towards his mother 
and sister ; and perhaps, B^osina, towards my own ! 
— It would break my heart. But yet I cannot 
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identify the Huntley I have leamt to esteem nitb 
the HunÜey of Mr. Frank Russell's letter; and 
tili conviction is forced on me, I cannot help cling- 
ing to niy own idea of him, in Opposition to tliat 
of othcrs." 

" Ah, Hannah, but how much superior loast 
have been Mr, Frank Russell's opportun) lies of 
judging of Mr. Huntley, to ours, when it is so 
much to his interest, and so much in bis power, 
to appear to us in bis very best colours ! And is 
Oi/r Mr. Russell ill-natured or given to scandal ? 
Would he ever have intcrfered if it had not seemed 
his positive duty ? And kas not the Mr. Huntley of 
the letter been in sonie measure identified with 
the Mr. Huntley whom you love ? Why, theo, 
have so many little circumstances given you the 
uneasiness you describe f Little circumstances, 
which will be all we shall have to judge by, tili 
perhaps it will be too late — Poor Hannah ! I pity 
you exceedingly. Poor Mr. Huntley, I shall pity 
him too, if after aU, we find we have done him in- 
justice. My dear Hanpah, just answer nie one 
qiitislion candidly. Are you engaged ,'" 

ITannah's check bumed with blushes, though 
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they could not be seen. " No,'' said she, fiiulter- 
ingly, ^^ OUT engagement is tacit raiher than ex- 
pressed ; but a promise, though only implied, does 
not give the less pain in being broken." 

Here ihe dialogue ended. Hannah feit ihat 
Rosina sympathized with her, though in silence ; 
and in this soothing consciousness, she at length 
feil asleep. 
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CHAPTER XV. 

GIPSIES. 

The fine weather which had ushered in the au- 
tumn seemed now likely to be intemipted by a 
succession of heavy rains. A few hours of sun- 
shine on the moming after the tea-party at Mrs. 
Good's, were suceeeded by a hopelessly wet after- 
noon and evening. As Mr. Huntley had failed 
to make his appearance while the clouds had held 
up, it was less likely that he would enliven the 
White Cottage by his presence when the rain was 
pattering against the casements ; and its inmates 
had therefore resumed their work when the 
candles were lighted, resigned to the prospeet of 
an uninterrupted evening, when his well-known 
. Step was heard. 

" How could you be so imprudent as to come 
out to-night ?^ Said Hannah, looking pleased in 
spite of herseif. 
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" How could I have the prudence to stay 
away ?" replied he, laughing, as he warmed bis 
hands at the crackling wood fire. " Surely my 
Coming this evening is less wonderfid tban my 
staying away this morning. But I can explain 
that, — I had an adventure !" 

" Indeed ! " cried Mrs* Wellford. " Pray let us 
hear it." 

" It would hardly do for a novel, though well 
enough for a rainy evening. You must know that 
the glimpse of sunshine which we had in the 
morning, tempted me to walk to that distant Cor- 
ner of Heeley common, which you, madam, one 
day pointed out to my notice, and wished me to 
Sketch« I had just seated myself on the grass and 
opened my portfolio, when down came the rain 
with the iury of a water spout ! No umbrella or 
great coat had I, so with ^the ruling passion 
strong in' raitij I tied up my drawing implements 
very carefully, and then ran with my best speed 
towards the nearest shelter. This, however, was 
not attained tili my clothes were completely satü- 
rated ; and, when reached, proved to be the most 
squalid, miserable cabin in the world, inhabited by 
gipsies. I was not disposed just then to be fas- 
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tidious; shelter was my most pressing want, and 
that I found. The gang consisted of two men, 
a wretched looldiig woman almost buried in an ill 
contrived bed of great coats and old blankets, 
several children, and a girl, the perfection of 
gipBj beauty, engaged in cooking some mess or 
other, over a few smoking sticks." 

" 'VVhat a charming subject for a sketch !" 
" Do you tliink I allowed it to escapc me? No, 
indeed! The girl offered to teil my fortune, and I 
offered to draw her picture. She flattered my 
CTedulity, and I, her yanity, so that never was 
there a better bargain. All the fine things she 
promiscd me I must not teil ; but we became the 
best friends imaginable, and I was studying her 
head with professional entbusiasm, when aJas! 
I feit a hand genüy insinuating itself into my 
pocket, and subtracting thence my handkerchief. 
Wbat a revulsion my romantic feelings under- 
went ! From being ready to join my goodly as- 
sociates in singing 

" Undemeaih the greenwood tree, 
Here we live, righl merrily, — " 

tliought became how I should 
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leave them without loss of watch or purse, to say 
nothing of longing to escape from the close irnsa- 
voury atmosphere which the smallness of their 
cabin made almost intolerable. So, thanking them 
for their hospitality, and rewarding them with 
some small change, I bid them adieu, though the 
rain was still falling in torrents.^ 

" You will be lucky if you escape a cold." 
" I never had a cold in my life ! Oh no, I am 
nöne the worse<for the rain. But I must shew 
you my black-eyed gipsy. Here she is. Was 
not such a study as this worth a Bandana hand- 
kerchief?" 

Huntley's cheerfiilness was so irresistible this 
evening, that Hannah's doubts and suspicions 
melted away like mist before the sun-beam. Can 
this be the young man, thought she, who shuns 
female society at home, and makes no effort to 
Support doinestic gaiety ? It Struck her that very 
possibly love might have blinded the eyes of Mr. 
Frank Russell to the imperfections of the fair 
Emmeline, and that she might in fact be an in- 
sipid common-place girl in whom it was impos- 
sible for her talented brother to take interest. 
Moreover, Mrs. Huntley might be a methodist 
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and a shrew. HanDah found woiideiful comfott 
in nuTsing the supposition. 

How pleasantly ihis evening passed ! Discourse 
OD gipsy babits and history led to Bamfylde 
Moore Carew, to Meg Merrilies, lo Hayraddin 
Maugrabin, to the gipsies of Italy and of TripoU, 
to the opeia of Preciosa. Huntley tried to hum 
and to stnim the gipsy marcb, and Rosina 
laughed at his bad fingering, and feared &om the 
huskiness of hia Toice that he had taken cold in 
spite of his protestationa. Then he snipped a 
piece of paper into an odd incomprehensiblc 
shape, and holding it between the candle and the 
wall, caUed Ilannah to admire the Rembrandt- 
like head he had manufactured, Improvements 
and varieties were suggested, and shadowy gpectres 
innumerable arose from snow-white sheets of Bath 
hotpresscd. Rosina could not deny her goodwill 
to one who supplied her with amusemeitt and a 
liltle flattery. A new way of snipping a Carlo 
Dolce won her heart ; a comphment to her pretty 
fingers quite vanquished her. " Really, Hannah," 
Said she, as they undresscd at night, " I can 
liardly thinli we have any need or right to judge 
of Mr. Huntley so veiy severely." 
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The next day was hopelessly wet. Himtley did 
not call tili the evening, and he was then so evi- 
denüy unwell that Mrs. Wellford was angry with 
him for having come out. He laughed, and chal^ 
lenged Rosina, in bravado, to a duett; but his 
tones were so inharmoniouslj hiisky that he was 
fein to desist, in compassion to the ears of his 
audience; and after listening patiently to a dozen 
recipes for hoarseness which Mrs. Wdlford enu- 
merated, and promising to try them all, with a 
look which B;Osina knew how to Interpret, he went 
home eady^ really feeling too uncomfortable to 
keep up the &rce of fireedom from Indisposition 
any longer. Hannah opened the window> and 
was ^ad to observe that the rain had ceased, and 
Mrs. Wdllbrd charged him to keep house the 
next day, which, however, he could not be pre- 
vsdled on to promise. 

Still, rain, rain, nothing but rain — an awfiil 
prospect to those who depend upon exercise and 
excitement for occupation, though the sober- 
minded and industrious can regard it with equa- 
nimity. Hannah could quietly sit at work, pur- 
suing her own refleclions, and glad that Mr. Hunt- 
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ley had had the pnidence to be better than his 
Word, while from the frequency with which Rosina 
lookcd up from her drawiiig, and the impatience 
with which she viewed the drops chasiiig each 
other down the window, it might have been sur- 
mised tliat it was she who was thinting of an 
absent lover. When evening came, withoutbring- 
ing any addition to the party, she could not help 
exclaiming " How stupid we all are without Älr. 
Hunlley ! " 

" Speah for yourself, if you please," said her 
mother. *' I am not aware that I am more tlian 
nsQally stupid. WiÜi regard to Mr. Huntley, I 
am very glad he has rcmained at home." 

" So unlüc a young man — such a young man 
as Mr. Huntley, to coddle himself for a cold ! " 

" Nay, if he had not been so averse from cod- 
dling himself, he most likely would have had no 
cold to complain of." 

" So unlike a lover, when the lane i& not half 
a mile long — " 

" So like a lover, to obey the smallest of his 
mistrcss's commands, at whatever diacomfort to 
bimself ! Did not Ilannah beg him not to come 



u 
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out to-day? If you feel so dull in the absence of 
Mr. HunÜey, what will you do if we should have 
the misfortune to lose Hannah ?" 

^^ Ob, I sball bear the loss with great resigna- 
tion," Said Rosina laughing. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

MOR£ KINDNESS THAN FTNCTUJO. 

'* WiiAT can dame Stoles want, fhis mommg?** 
Haid Ilannah, looking up from her woil^ as she 
heard tho approaching click of pattens. 

*^ Somothing for master's teiTl)le bad rhemnatiZy 
r dare say,^' said Rosina. 

*' What brings you out in such bad weather, 
MrH. Stokes ? '' said Mrs. Wellford, as the dame 
fiiood curtsoying at the parlour door. 

" Vm afraid, ma'am, I shall spoil the carpet if 
I coine in, iny cloak drips so, but I says to master 
ril just Step up, for I know how clever you 
always was at doctoring — " 

" What, is your husband worse, this moming?" 

" No, nia'am, thank goodness, ifs young master 
tliis timo." 

" Mr. Iluntley ! Is his cold very bad then ?'* 

" Surely, I would not have come to trouble you 
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about a cold/' said Mrs. Stokes disdainfiilly, 
" which I could eure myself as well as anybody 
with gin and honey ; but I don't like meddling 
with dangerous things, and I'm afiraid the young 
gentleman's rather beyond me now, seeing bis 
fever's so bigh, and bis tongue nerer lays-^" 

" Dear me ! " cried Rosina, dropping ber work, 
«nd looking at Hannab. 

"Fever!" repeated Mrs. Wellford—" Has be 
sent for Mr. Good ? " 

" No, ma'am, and tbaf s wbat I came to ask you 
about; not Uking to take tbe bazard on myself, for 
it was all very well yesterday, wben be was able 
to giye bis own directions ; and I asked bim if 
be would bave tbe doctor, and be kept still say- 
ing no, and would n't do any tbing but lie in bed 
and drink quarts and quarts of cold water, wbicb 
I tbougbt very bad for bim, and once downrigbt 
refiised to fill tbe jug, but be feil into one of bis 
passions and said cold water bad cured a Mr. 
Bell Vue Cellini ; so all I could do was to let a 
wilful man bave bis way^ tbinking be knew bis 
own Constitution best, tbougb I said to my master, 
I wisbed we were well rid of bim. Only, as be's 
now so mucb worse, and quite out of bis mind 
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like, I thought I had better come to you to ask 
whether or no to fetch Mr. Good, not likiiig to be 
the 'sponsible person myself." 

" What ! " Said Mrs. Wellford hastUy, " do yon 
mean tbat he is delirious?" 

"Perhaps that may be the word, ma'am — what 
we call light-headed." 

"What can be done for this poor young man?" 
Said Mrs. Wellford, tuming to her daughlers in 
much pertuibation, " No doubt he caught a 
fever in that horrible gi^tsy cabin; and even the 
violent exercise he took before and after sitting in 
his wet clothes so long, would be sufficient lo 
account for it. Something must bc done. Do iiol 
be alarmed, Hannah. Betty shall fetch Mr. 
Good, and I will retum with Mrs. Stokes to sce 
him myself. 

" Are you not afraid of the rain?" said Hannab 
faulteringly. 

" Not at all, this is not a time for such foolish 
fears." And in a few minutes, the goodnatured 
woman aet out on her mission of charity. 

" There goes Mr. Good!" exclaimed Rosina, 
after having liept walch at the window for a 
quarter of an hour. " I should amazingly like lo 
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beckon to him as he comes back, and ask him 
how Mr. Huntley is." 

She remained at her post of Observation for 
some time, without seeing any one pass except 
Tom Stokes with a pitchfork over his Shoulder. 
At length Mr. Good was descried, retracing his 
way through mud and mire, " broadcloth without 
and a warm heart within^^; and, no longer debating 
whether he would think it odd, Rosina leant out 
' of the casement and began as far as she well could 
from the subject of her curiositj, by ciying 

"Good moming, Sir! Is Mrs. Good very 
well? You find the lane rather dirty, I am afraid. 
Pray, is mamma Coming back soon ? ^ 

" No," retumed he, " I have made her promise 
to stay with that imprudent young fellow yonder, 
tili we can get somebody to supply her place for 
lüve or money. She has agreed to sit up with 
bim to-night, as dame Stokes is not fit to be 
tiiisted — ^ 

"Sit up with himi" repeated Hannah faintlyj 
" is he then so very ill?" 

" I am afraid you think Mr. Huntley in danger," 
said Rosina. 

VOL. II. L 
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^^ Delirions at present, bnl don^ fiig^iteii yonr- 
Kclves. It is not infectioas. I wish I lud yoiir 
brother with me just now, for my hands aie toj 
füll ;— there is a great deal of sickness aboot and 
Mr. Bacon does not get cm at all ;— qiute in mj 
^ay. Good by " 

Kosina shook the raindrops firom her curis as 
•he drew back her head, and looked s or r uwf uBy 
at her sister. The aftemoon was passed in pain- 
ful suspenso. All Huntley's errors were forgottan 
in the interest now excited by bis illness; and 
Kosina altemately tormented herseif byforebodtng 
the worsti and endeavoured to cheer Hannah by 
prognosticating the best. Hannah did not feel 
inclined to talk off her uneasiness. The calamitjr 
sottlcd on her mind like a dead weight, and her 
pwii misgivings were combated by her own 
reasouiiigs. 

Towards dusk, Mrs. Wellford retumed, her 
thick cloak completely drenched. " You need not 
take it away,*' said she as Hannah removed it 
from her Shoulders. " I have only come for a few 
thiugs tliat are wanted, and shall retum imme- 
diately. Dame Stokes is the very worst nurse I ever 



VILLA6E BELLES. ÜIÖ 

Baw i» a sick room — I always thought her a 
dawdle. Mr. Russell is sitting with him now, 
aod writing by his bedside to Mrs. Huntley." 

" He is in great danger, then," said Hannah. 

" He is in danger, my love, but I trust it is 
not imminent. However, if any thing were to 
happen, we should never forgive ourselves for 
haring delayed sending to his family." 
' Tears started into Hannah's eyes, and she left 
the room. 

"Poor girl!" said her mether sighing, "I dread 
to think what a blow miagr be preparing for her. 
Mr. Huntley speaks of her incessantly. I shall 
sit up with Mrs. Stokes to-night, for Mr. Good 
says the fever has not yet reached its crisis, and I 
cannot abandon one who has begiin to look on 
me as his mother. It is no small trial to me, 
Rosina, for 1 cannot help being reminded of your 
dear father," 

Having now collected the few articles of which 
she was in want, Mrs. Wellford retumed to 
Farmer Stokes's. 

The evening was melancholy enough to both 
sisters. Uncertain whether their mother might 
not send for any fresh necessaries or comforts for 

l2 
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her patient, they »at over the parlour fire tili 
inidnight. 

At length, when Ihe clock had Struck twelve, 
even Haiinali allowed that Eitting up was useless, 
though ßliB had uo expeclation of sleep. It was 
tlie first night Mrs. Wellford had passed out of 
her own. houae since her widowhood ; and it is 
difhcult to describe the void occasioned by ihe 
abscncB Ol' her whose presence had somehow 
aeemed to ward off " all dangers and all spirits of 
tlie night," and to ensure peace, rcst, and security. 
Even Betty had a nameless feeling which inade 
her look after the fires and fastenings more care- 
fully than usiial. Hannah lay awake for many 
hours, and when at length her heavy ejea closed, 
she was roused Irom miserable dreams by Rosina, 
wlio told her she had been crying in her sleep. 

On Coming down to breakfast the foUowing 
morniug, they found that Betty had already, of 
her own accord, made a visit of inquiiy at Mrs. 
Stokes's cottagc. She brought back word (hat 
Mr. Huntley had passed a very bad night, but that 
now he was a shadc heiter, and that mistress was 
Coming back at dinner time, as Mr. Russell bad 
promised to take her place. 
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The dinner hour was anxiously expected. At 
length, it brought Mrs. Wellford, who looled fa- 
tigued and out of spirits. 

" He had a miserable night,*' said she in answer 
to Rosina's eager question, while Hannah looked 
tfae same inquiiy. ^^A miserable night it tnüy 
was to both of us ! Mr. Good hopes the worst is 
over ; but he is still in a very precarious State," 

^^ Is he stiU delirious ? ^ asked Hannali. 

^^ He no longer raves, but he lies in a sort of 
Stupor, and has only occasional gleams of con- 
sciousness. In one of these, he recognized me, 
and murmured *Mrs. Wellford? — how kind! — 
how Idnd ! — do not leave me.* I could not resist 
such an appeal.** 

" No, indeed ! And yet, mamma, you must not, 
in your exceeding kindness, forget yourself. I 
fear the fatigue of nursing is too much for you.** 

" No, I hardly feel the fatigue. It is my mind 
which feels pain.** 

^^ No wonder,*' said Hannah sighing, as she 
ättempted to play with her dinner rather than to 
taste it. 

^^ I cannot get that unhappy young man out of 
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my thoughts,'' exclaimed her mother» leaning her 
liead on her hand to conceal her tears» 

" My dear moiher," said Hamiah anxiouslj, " I 
fear, out of kindness to me, you cooceal firom us 
the extent of his danger." 

" No — ^no," replied she, wiping her eyes ; " bis 
ravings were so dreadfiiL" 

Hannah teemed petrified ; and as Bosina fouad 
she was the only otie who had the pow^ of using 
her knife and fork, she made a sign to Betly to 
clear the table. 

^^ Shall you go out again this aftemoon, 
mamma?" said Bosina, after watching the break- 
ing clouds for some time. 

" Yes, my dear, I think I shall, by and by, 
though I had rather not — ^Mr. Russell hoped I 
should. It is quite amusing to find what a repu- 
tation a little experience and common sense faave 
given me." 

" You will not, at any rate, sit up a second 
night?" 

" No — Mr. Russell and his maid will divide the 
watch between them. Mary White is very quiet 
and handy." 
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" I suppose," Said Hannah hesitatingly, ** I 
must not ask what the subjects of Mr. Huntiey's 
rayings were." 

" No, my dear, you had better not. Few of us, 
even the most innocent, could bear the naked ex* 
posure of our minds. Much of his language was 
incoherent. And sometimes he spoke of persons 
of whom neither of us know any thing. Will you 
give me my knitting, Rosina?'' 

Hannah mechanically pursned her work, and 
after a dreary silence, arose and quitted the room. 
When she retumed, it was with red eyes, but a 
calmer countenance. Mrs. Wellford again went 
out towards evening, and remained at the cottage 
tUl about nine o'clock. She brought back tbe 
grateful intelligence that Mr. Huntley had been 
evidently better the whole aftemoon, though bis 
ferer seemed increasing when she left him. Mr. 
Russell was very attentive, and Mary as promjyt 
and quiet as could be desired. To dissipate the 
fatigue of her last night's vigil, Mrs. Wellford 
went to bed early ; and the girls followed her ex- 
ample. 

" Rosina — are you asleep ? ?' said Hannah softly, 
after reflecting some little time in silence. 
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" No, Wide awake," said Rosina, arousing her- 
gelf, " what do you want?" 

" Did mamma say any thing to you while I 
was out of the room, about what passed last 
night?" 

" Why? — yes, she did. Why do you ask?" 

" I wish you would repeat to me every ihing 
tbat passed." 

" Oh Hannah, — I fear I must not." 

" Ye», Rosina, you may do so with safety. It 
coidd be nothing iinproper, or mamma would not 
have told it to you. Her only fear must have 
been that of hurting my fcelings ; and I assure 
you, I am able to bear it, whatever it may be. 
Fancy is apt to coujure up things much more hor- 
rible than reality, and nothing is barder lo endure 
than doubt. Besides, Rosina, only consider how 
very nccessary it is that I should know what Mr. 
HunÜey actually is, before it be too late. To 
witlihold from me any tbing that throws light on 
bis character, is not only wcak but dangerous." 

" I have considered all tliat, already," said Rosina, 
sighing, " and yct I cannot bear to give you pain." 

" Do not prepare a worse kind of pain for me 
ihen, by denying that which may be supported." 
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Bosina again sighed, and after some uneasy 
self-debate, said, '^ Mamma told me that she 
feared Mr. Huntley's mindwasillregulated. Tliat 
sometimes bis language was like the mosi beau- 
tiful poetiy, and at other times, very painful to 
hear; not like the thoughts one would wish to 
have on a death-bed." 

^^ I feared so/^ said Hannah, shüddeiing. 

" That, frequenüy, he spole of you, — and sonäe- 
times, Hannahy — oif me — and of some one called 
Grace, whom he seemed to confiise with his ideäs 
of you. Mamma cried, when she alluded to this, 
and said she feared she had not been a prudent 
mother, and that Mr. Huntley might make you 
very unhappy. But, my dear Hannah, people in 
delirium cannot be accountable for what they say, 
any more than maniacs for the mischief they do in 
their paroxysms of insanity." 

" No," said Hannah, " but if wicked thoughts 
had not been cherished in health, they could not 
be uttered in delirium. A bramble brings not 
forth grapes, nor a fig-tree thisües. The picture 
is not altered ; it is only that the veil is drawn 
away from it." 

" And yet ihere is no knowing how thoughts 

l3 



2S6 VILIASS BBLLS8. 

thtt we should bare driven ficom us when we pos- 
sewed the power, may combine and arrange them* 
selves in a fever.'* 

*^ It is yery dreadfiil any way, Bosina. How 
painfiü for a person of ddicacy to reflect, that in 
a State of mental aberration, the unconscious ex- 
posure of their minds may excite the grief and 
disgust of their dearest friends ! ^ 

She Said no more; and Rosina, in spite of her 
ccHnmiseration, feil asleep. Hannah conld not 
doae her eyes — 

^* I taoi pensieri in lei dormir non poiino.** 
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CHAPTER XVIL 



FRATERNAL AFFECTION. 



The next day proved tolerably fine. Mrs. Well- 
ford went to the cottage, and on her retum tö 
dinner, gave rather a better acconnt of Mr. Hunt- 
ley. His fever had run high during the night, 
bnt he was no longer delirious, though exces- 
rirely weak, Mr. Russell was summoned to the 
sick bed of a parishioner, and Mary White had 
her washing to attend to; therefore Mrs. Wellford 
retumed to officiate as nurse soon after dinner. 
The girls were relieved of much uneasiness, though 
it was impossible, as yet, to feel free from 
anxiety. 

Towards evening, a female voice was heard to 
enquire at the door, " Is tihis Mr. Huntley's cot- 
tage?^ Rosina and Hannah iustantly dropped 
their work and ran out to the porch. 

" Miss Huntley, I believe,'' said Rosina quickly, 
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as her eyes met those of a young lady Standing 
at the threshold: " pray walk in." 

" Is my brother here?" asked she, huiriedly. 

" This is not bis cottage,** said Hannah, " but 
let US prerail on you to take some refireshment 
after your joumey — " 

^^ I fear all is over," said Emmeline, bursting 
into tears. 

" No, he lives! he is recovejing!" exclaimed 
both. 

" Thank heaven for it," cried she, endeavouiing 
to restrain her tears. Rosina brought her a glass 
of water, and Miss Huntley recovering from her 
emotion, apologized for the mistake she had made, 
and requested to be directed to her brother's lodg- 
ings. They instautly oflTered to shew her the 
way, and fetching their bonnets, accompanied her 
through the lane. Rosina related the origin and 
liistory of Mr. Huntley's illness, and EmmeUne 
excused the very natural agitation she had dis- 
played by saying, that she had lefl her mother 
in very ill health, which, added to the sudden 
alarm of her brother's danger, and the haste of 
her joumey, had overcome her spirits. In all 
that she said, afler the first embarrassment of her 
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mistake, there was so much r^tentse, good feeling, 
and propriety, that Hannah and Rosina were 
prepossessed in her favour. She was evidently in 
much emotion, which she neither sought to dis- 
play, nor was able entirely to conceal, and her 
companions did not think the worse of her for it. 
Miss Huntley seemed about twentj years of age. 
She was tall, slight, and of a decidedly elegant 
carriage. No countenance could be more unlike 
her brotherV; her skin was fair and easilj excited 
to colour, her eyes light blue, her features round, 
youthful, and pleasing, and her silky ringlets al- 
most as pale as flaxen. 

Mrs. Wellford was speaking to dame Stokes at 
the door of the cottage. A few words acquainted 
her with the name and mission of Emmeline ; and 
after telling her daughters that since Miss Hunt-? 
ley would supply her place, she should now re? 
tum home, she led Emmeline into the sick room. 

*^ Did mamma mean that we were to wait for 
her?^ said Rosina. 

^^ I rather ihink she did,^ said Hannah. 

" Pray come in, young ladies," said Mrs. 
Stokes, opening the door of Huntley's little par-: 
lour, where his easel 9till stood at the window, 
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and bis books and sketches !aj scattered about 
They however, prefeired lingering öear the en- 
trance ; and Mrs. Stokes, who was going to the 
shop^ took up her basket and left them to them* 
selves. 

Mr. Russell was sitting by Hunüey's bed wh^ 
Emmeline entered. He could hardly belp stait> 
ing at the unexpected apparition of one so yonng 
and fair, but immediately concluded who she must 
be, and arose, making a sign that Huutley was 
asleep. 

" Where is he?" said she sofUy, unable to pet- 
ceive him on Coming at once into a darkened room. 
It almost seemed as if the words mingled with her 
brother's dreams, for a smile overspread his fea» 
tures. Emmeline bent over him, and could hardly 
fbrbear uttering an exclamation, when sh^ beheld 
his changed and pallid countenance. She kissed 
him gently, and a tear feil on his cheek. So 
light were his slumbers that the kiss and tiie tear 
instanüy awoke him, and he looked round with 
eyes flashing with feverish brilliancy. 

" Emmehne," he exclaimed with a start, " what 
brought you here ?" 

" Dear Arthur," she replied, affectionatdy, 
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^^ what skould bring me, bat the newtt of your 
illness?" 

^* I did Dot know you had been sent tor/* s&id 
be^ *^ it was quite unnecessary, for I faave bemi 
rery well attended to." 

*^ That was more than I could know or expect, 
Arthur, and even if I had been awaie of it, I 
could not have been easy, knowing you were dan» 
gerously iU at a distance from us. My mother 
W0uld haye come, but she was unable to leave 
her room, much less to bear the joumey." 

" I am sorry to hear it," said Huntley, coldly, 
** it is a pity you did not remain to nurse her, 
for she is most Ukely more in need of you than 
I am." 

" Nay, Mr. Huntley," said Mrs. Wellford, in a 
playfiil tone, " your sister surely deserves rather 
a more grateful reception than ihis, after under- 
taking so long a joumey for your sake." 

HunÜey did not seem to have been aware of 
Mrs. Wellford's presence, for he coloured even 
to bis temples. ^^ I am much obliged to her,^ 
said he, stretching out bis band to Emmeline with 
ßL relenting look, " but it was very silly of her to 
take so much trouUe on my account" 
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Emmeline's eyes Med with tears, bat avertmg 
herhead from her brother, she encountered the 
pitying look of Mr. Russell. He immediately 
tumed away; and saying to Mrs. Wellford, 
that he supposed he should now be rather in 
the way than otherwise, but that he shonld be 
ready to obey the earliest summons, he left the 
room. 

Every word that had passed between the brother 
and sister had reached Hannah^s ears through the 
thin partition. Recovering from a momentaiy 
feeUng of sickness, ^^ This is no place for us, Ro- 
sina !" Said she in a low voiee. " We cannot 
help hearing what is not meant for us : let us go 
home." 

*^ Withoiit mamnia?" said Rosina^ feeling the 
impropriety of remaining, and yet half disposed to 
linger. 

" Yes, yes ; — at least — do you wait for her, 
then, for indeed I must retum.'' 

She opened the gate as she spoke and walked 
rapidiy away. Rosina remained leaning on the 
garden palings^ and was almost immediately joined 
by Mr. Russell. 

" Rosina here ?" exclaimed he with surprise. 
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" Hannah has but just left me. We were wait- 
ing for mamma.'* 

^^ Had you not better come into the cottage, 
then? You must find it very damp and cold 
here." 

^^ No, I had rather not,** said Rosina, drawing 
back; and fancying he looked as if expecting 
some explanation, she added, ^' to teil you the 
trath, we left the Idtchen because we could not 
help being eares-droppers." 

"Indeed!" cried he quickly. "Did Hannah 
OTerhear what passed between Miss Huntley and 
her brother?" 

" Yes— -she could not help it.** 

" A singularly affectionate reception," said Mr. 
Russell with irony, " of one who had travelled a 
hundred and twenty miles without rest or escort, 
to attend him in a fever ! " 

" I was surprised indeed !" 

" I ought not to have been.'' 

" He must be very unfeeling^ to speak un- 
kindly to such a sister as she appears, at such 
a moment.^ 

" You may well say, at such a moment ! He 
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was wakened by her tears falling on bis cbeek. 
But, Rosina, I do not think jour mother is aware 
that you are waiting for her. When I left Huntley, 
she seemed to have no iDtention of immediately 
quitting bim. Most likely sbe will remain to as- 
sist and direct Miss Hunüey, wbo is, of course, 
quite ignorant wbat treatment bas been pursued. 
You bad better let me see you home, as tbere is a 
mist rising, and you will infallibly catch cold if 
you remain bere." 

ßosina thought tbere was notbing better to be 
done. ^^ When I see a man,*^ said Mr. Russell as 
they walked up tbe lane, " despise tbe natural, 
fnends wbom Frovidence bas given bina, I feel 
just as I sbould, if I were to see a careless feUow 
throwing into tbe river a bandful of gold, wbich 
migbt be tbe means of securing bis prosperity and 
comfort. In one case, I tbink, how much food, 
how much clotbing, bow many Httle luxuries for 
bimself and otbers migbt that money ba^e pro- 
cured ! In tbe otber, bow many solaces in afflic- 
tion, bow many pleasant intercbanges of sympa- 
tby, bow many refuges from dullness, and incite* 
ments to virtue have been lost ! We may depend 
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upon it that those whom God has placed to-, 
gether, to eat the same salt, and sleep under the 
same roof, are either those who, if we take pains 
to find it out, are most congenial to our own dis- 
positions, or whose foibles, tenderly treated, will 
exercise those veiy qualities which are mostwant- 
ing to the perfection of our characters. Nothing 
has been left to chance, nothing has been rashly 
considered : no Compound has been attempted of 
materials that will not amalgamate. Do not fancj 
that because I am now a soUtaiy being, I am un- 
qualified to judge of this. We were five in family, 
when I discovered the tnith, which has been grow- 
ing upon me ever since. My father's disposition 
was impatient, my mother's inert, I was silent and 
sedentary, George was boisterous and headstrong, 
Fanny was inconsiderate. And yet, Rosina, here 
were no ingredients which, when combined, failed 
to make a harmonious whole. Poor Huntley has not 
yet made a similar discovery. I should think that 
what Hannah overheard this evening did not tend 
to raise him in her opinion." 

Mr. Russell here parted with his companion at 
her garden gate. " I almost wish," thought he as 
he walked home, '^ that Hannah could have heard 
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a little of what passed last night. But no ! — tbings 
will take their course. Instead of complaining 
that so little is left to our own management, we 
ought to rejoice that so many events are directed 
by greater wisdom than ours.^ 
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CHAPTER XVIIL 



HEROIC RESOLUTION. 



*^ Mother/' Said Hannah, afler a long pausei 
as tbey sat that evening at their ranous qüiet 
employments, — "many things have conspired to 
make me think that Mr. Huntley is not worthy of 
esteem, and I must therefore endeavour to ceas« 
to love him." 

The exertion required by this speech quite 
overset what self-command she had been able to 
muster, and she burst into tears. 

" My dear Hannah, — my dearest Hannah I" 
repeated her mother, anxiously pressmg her 
band in both her own, *' this resolution is worthy 
of you, and events have made me believe it 
necessarj»^; but do not let yourself be overwhelmed 
by it, my dearest girl, or you will break my 
heart/' 

Hannah dried her tears, and Ro^a consider- 
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ed within herseif, how incapable sfie should 
have been of speaking with such openness and 
courage, or of saying no more when she had once 
begun. 

Miss Huntley sat up with her brother thü 
night. She had not the pain of nursing him in 
delirium; and the following day, he appeared so 
much better, that Mr. Good considered there 
was no longer a necessity for his kind attendants 
being deprived of their nightly rest. Mrs. Wdt 
fi>rd offered to receive Miss HunÜey, but she 
could not be prevailed on to quit her brother; 
and a bed was therefore made up for her in the 
parlour, Mrs. Wellford sending linen, bed-fiimi* 
ture, and such little comforts as she knew dame 
Stokes to be unable to supply. Emmeline was 
quite indifferent to her own accommodation, 
but she was more gtateful for the kindness thus 
displayed than many would have been whose 
selßshness had made it necessary. She was also 
thankful to Mrs. Wellford for continuing her 
domiciliary visits, and aiding her with advice, 
which prevented her from killing her brother with 
inoxpericnced kindness. Mr. Russell called 
fn'quentlyi and as Hunüey gradually became 
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better, was enabled to lighten the tedium of his 
eonfinement by reading and conversation. " Mt/ 
talents are Coming into play at last,'' said he 
smiling, as he lent Huntley the support of his 
axm the first day he quitted his bedroom ; " I was 
qtdte ashamed to find myself of so little use when 
you were under the management of the ladies, 
who have a natural tum for making slops, shaking 
up pillows, and moving noiselessly. Though Mrs. 
Wellford called dame Stokes the most awkward 
pexson she had ever seen in a sick room, 1 ques- 
tion whether she did not assign me the same 
preeminence in her secret heart," 

As Huntley now became the oceupant of his 
parlour, Emmeline gladly accepted Mrs. Well- 
fcnrd's offered hospitality. She had so unremit- 
tingly attended on her brother, that Hannah and 
Rosina had not seen her since the evening of her 
arriyal, and on her retuming with their mother to 
tea, they were Struck with the change which a 
week's eonfinement and anxiety had made in her 
delicate complexion. Emmeline's cheerfulness, 
however, was much improved by her brother'» 
convalescence, and she sat down to tea wilh 
•mUes springing firom a lightened heart. 
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" This Sumraerfield may not be the sweetest 
place in the world," said slie, " but the kindness 
niy brothcr haa mct with, will always tiialie me 
think it so." 

" I was afraid," said llosina, " that you would 
associate it with bis illneBS, and tberefore dislike 
il." 

" No ! With the exception of the agony of 
ürst seeing him, and that first long, loncly, mi- 
serable night, I have really not been unhappy. 
It was so pleasant to watch his amendment, and 
lo write news of it to my molher, and to teil 
her of the Itinduess of every one towards us! 
l'ou cannot think how stränge it seems to me, not 
on)y to find Arthur but ■ to find myaelf domeB- 
ticated here in a circle of strangers ! There is so 
rauch suspicion and precaulion, and so little 
hoBpitality, in and near London, that you remind 
me of our Welsh friends, among whom every 
one was welcome and taken on trust. Mr. and 
Mrs. Good have a hearty warmth of manner, 
which i'rom the first preventcd my feeling forlorn 
and friendless. I was dchgbted to teil mymothei 
that llie very first night of my arrival, I had three 
beds at command, ihough 1 wanted none. The 
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Miss Hollands have been very kind in send- 
ing fruit, and Mr. Good met a Lady Worral, 1 
think he called her, at the door to-day^ whom 
he had great difficulty in persuading not to come 
m. 

" Mr, Good knows her of old," said Rosina. 
" She would have set every thing to rights, or to 
wrongs, a^s the case might be, and have brought 
back Mr. Hunüey's fever with the best intentions 
in the World." 

" Indeed ? Well, we will, at any rate, give her 
credit for benevolent feeling. As to your Mr. Rus- 
sell, I must hardly trust myself to speaJk of him. It 
will be Arthiur's fault if he falls to benefit by as-' 
sociating with such a friend." 

*' You are acquainted with bis cousin, I think,'^ 
said Hannah. 

" Yes," said Emmeline, slightly colouring, " but 
there is very little resemblance between them. Mr. 
Frank Russell is such a rattle !" 

" The more entertaining person of the two, I 
should think," said Rosina : " however, we must 
€l11ow for the difference between a young and an 
elderly man." 

VOL. II. M 
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" Elderly !'* repeated Mrs. Wellf<»d, " Mr. Ras- 
seil is but thirty-five.'* 
^^ And he looks younger,^ observed Miss Hunt- 

ley. 

" Well, 1 thought be bad been more : at any 
rate be bas been a grave, thougbtfiil person ever 
since I was a cbild.** 

^^ Not grave, surely,** said Emmeline, ^* he seems, 
to me, veiy cheerftd." 

^^ Cheerful — ab, tbat is an elderly quality afier 
all. We often bear of old people being cheer- 
ful." 

^^ After such a youth as Mr. RusseU's,** said 
Mrs. Wellford. ^^ Wben youth bas been sober, 
old age bas a rigbt to be cheerful." 

" Sober ! ob, wbat a borrid word !" 

" Well then, temperate, — ^moderate." 

*^ No, no, sober is tbe best. It just describes 
wbat one can fancy Mr. Russell's youth to have 
been." 

^^ You remind me of wbat Hannah said one 
day," said her mother, smiling. ** You love to 
find fault with Mr. Russell, though you will let 
no one do so but yourself." 
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*' Did Hannah say that ? It was quite a bon- 
xxiot for you^ Hannah.'^ 

" Though against you, Rosina.'' 

^^ Again ! My dear Hannah, we shall quite 
overpower Miss Huntley with the brilliancy of 
our repartees, But I do not think it is against 
me. There is someihing very magnanimous in 
my protection of Mr. Russell. Do not you think 
so, Miss Huntley ?" 

Emmeline asjoyed this evening exceedingly. 
She was amused with Rosina's spirits, and attach- 
ed by the quieter attractions of Hannah. As 
Huntley daily gained strength, it was no longer 
necessary for her to confine herseif to his room so 
entirely as she had hitherto done; and her brother 
added his persuasions to those of her Mends, that 
she would occasionally vary the monotony of her 
office by Walking with the Miss Wellfords. Hunt- 
ley was known not to be so particularly attached 
to her Society as to feel its temporary loss in the 
light of a privation; yet Hannah and Rosina were 
unable to discover the source of their uncon* 
geniality, or rather, of Emmeline's incapacity to 
please her brother, since she seemed devotedly 
attached to him. There was nothing vulgär or 

M 2 
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inelegant, which they could detect, in her manners 
or language : she was not accomplished, certainljr; 
but she appeared to be well äcqaainted with 
geoeral literature, and to haye a keen perception 
of the beauties of nature ; wliile her expression of 
her own thoughU often united originality witb 
simpUcity. There was a loye of trath and faonestj 
tooy and a yein of piety ronning beneath, though 
never forced to the surface, which won Hannah's 
esteem ; and the more she was attracted by the 
sister, the more incomprehensible became the bro- 
ther's coldness. Without appearing to see more 
than was meant to be seen, it was impossible for 
Emmeline not to guess that Hannah was the ob- 
ject of her brother's attachment, and that the ex- 
cessive kindness wbich Mrs. Wellford had lavish- 
ed on him during his illness arose from a stronger 
motive than mere compassion or hospitality. Im- 
pressed with the belief ihat they would soon be 
relatives, Emmeline put no restraint on her Im- 
pulses towards confidence and friendship ; she 
was eager to please ; she was resolved to be pleased ; 
and in her generous love for Arthur, lost no oppor- 
tunity of speaking in his praise. Unfortunately for 
Emmeline's success, Hannah penetrated her de- 
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sign, and was on her guard. It was painful to her 
to see how Miss Huntley was leaming to depend 
on her friendship, knowing that it must so soon be 
broken off; but she also knew that this would not 
be the worst she should have to bear. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



RECOVERY. 



HüNTLEY at length succeeded to the privileges of 
a convalescent, and with the assistance of Mr. 
Russell's OT Emmeline's arm, was able to extend 
his short walk from the narrow garden into the 
lane. The first time he achieved this, he was re*- 
solved, maugre the prudential advice of his com- 
panions, to walk as far as the White Cottage. 
Hard-hearted must the woman be who can re- 
member that she has been siimed against, when 
the sinner is just risen from the bed of sickness; 
and trebly hard-hearted to have the least recoUec- 
tion of faults and foibles, that have in no way had 
connexion with herseif, in the person of an invaUd 
lover. Mr. Russell was kind enough to linger at 
the door, debating with Mrs. Wellford, on the 
quantity of wine her grapes might be expected to 
produce, while Hannah had time to perform one 
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or two of those litüe Offices which are more com- 
monly rendered by the male sex to the feminiae, 
of placing a chair and so& cushion for her lover, 
bringing him a giass of water, &c.; all which it 
was pleasanter to execute without witnesses than 
with them, as well as to exchange . the simple 
phrases of " How do you feel to day ? — are you 
gaining strength?'*— " A great deal has passed 
since we last met! — am I much altered?" &c. &c. 
Rosina's condolences and gratulations were sin- 
cere and unconstrained. 

" You are bestowing yomr compassion very un- 
necessarily, Rosina,** said Mr. Russell, entering 
the parlour, " for Huntley acknowledges, in con- 
fidence, ihat he would not have — what shall I 
say? — have unhad this fever for the world." 

" What a pretty confidant you are, Mr. Rus- 
seU!" 

" And he does not even betray confidence cor- 
rectly," said Huntley. " I only said I would not 
give up ihe pleasures of convalescence for the 
World." 

" Which you could not have had, without the 
fever," 
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" True, but T might have had the fever withoni 
attaining ihe convalescence." 

" In fact, Hannah, he likes to be an object of 
general attention, — to have Mrs. This sitting up 
with him, and Miss That calling to inquire, La^y 
Worral making jellies for him, Miss Holland send- 
ing fruit, and all the female population of Sunt- 
merficld deprived of their natural rest by sympathy 
and anxiety. All this, you know, is selfishness, 
pure selfishness. Mrs. Wellford does all she can 
to foster the vice." 

" Here is sometliing which 1 think will do Mr. 
Hiintley good, after bis walk," said Mrs. Well- 
ford, Coming in, 

" As I said ! " observed Mr. Russell. 

" How can I thank you as I ought, Mrs. Well- 
ford?" said HuuÜey; " you aremore thanmother 
kind." 

" More than mother und ? " repeated Emmelme, 
rathet hurt; " surely that is a fooUsh phrase, Ar- 
thur? No one can he more than mother kind." 

" Literally true, EmmeUne," returned he. " Mrs. 
Wellford fias been more iban mother kind to me 
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" Let me have no flattery at ihe expense of my 
sex,*' interrupted Mrs.Wellford, cheerftdly. " Miss 
Huntley is quite correct in saying that no one can 
be more than mother Idnd; but you poets are 
apt to indulge inhyperbolesandfiguresofspeech,'* 

" I, a poet, madam ? I can assure you I never 
wrote a stanza in my life.'' 

Rosina and Hannah both started at the com- 
posure of ihis affirmation, and thought of the 
violets. 

*^ I can read poetry, admire poetry, and think 
poetry,'' added he, " but for the life of me, I 
never could torite poetiy." 

" I am suiprised at that," said Mr. Russell ; " I 
should have thought from your pccasional.profu- 
sion of imagery, that you had been . one öf . those 
who * lisped in numbers, for the nutnbers came.' " 

" No, indeed. Degrading as may be the con- 
fession, I never could find the rhymes." 

" What! can Miss Huntley teil no tales?" said 
Rosina, observing that Emmeline smiled. 

" I miLst not," said she, " or eise I might re- 
mind Arthur— 

" Of some ode to a humming-top, or school ex- 

M 3 
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ercise, I sappose,** intemipted Hantley. '^ Pray 
don't rake up any such old rubbish. Believe me^ 
ladies, ihaX I am one of the mose^s most 8comed 
subjecU. I never unts a poet The pallet has 
prevented me from meddUng with the lyre. For 
pity's sake,** added he, in a lower voice to Rosina, 
when he saw that Mr. Russell was engaged by 
some one eise, ^^ lend me, or lend EmmeUne for 
my use, if you will, some books that I can read; 
for Mr. Russell, with the best intentions in the 
World, has been boring me for this week past, 
with ^ Consolations in Sickness/ and ^ Thoughts 
on Death, or the Invalid's Companion,' the very 
dullest companion, I can give you my word for it, 
that an invalid could have." 

Huntley was too weak to be able to take any 
further share in the conversation ; and Emmeline 
observing his exhausted look, proposed that they 
should retum. Hannah lingered at the door to 
watch him as he slowly walked down the lane, 
and thought that this anxiously looked for meet- 
ing had been productive of as much pain as 
pleasure. 

In the evening, when Miss Huntley retumed 



VILLAOE BELLE8. 251 

to the White Cottage, she casually mentioned 
that she was going to leave Summerfield on the 
following Monday. 

^^ I had no idea that we should lose you so soon,'' 
Said Mrs. Wellford, " we all hoped that you woüld 
remaiD with us tili your brother's health was com* 
pletely re-established." 

" Oh, he is m a fair way of recovery," she re- 
plied, wiih a forced smile, " and I leave him with 
excellent nurses. My moiher is in iU health, and 
I ought not to be absent from heir longer than I 
can help." 

" You have not received any worse account of 
her, I hope ? " 

" No — but she would abstain, on principle, 
from summoning me from Arthur while she could 
possibly do without me. She thinks of every one 
before herseif; and that is a good reason, you 
know, why I should think of A^r." 

" Undoubtedly ; but, my dear Miss Huntley, 
I trust you are not hurrying away from us merely 
because you do not feel yourself a regularly in- 
vited guest? May not the acquaintance which 
began by accident, be continued from choice ? On 
our parts, I can assure you, there is every desire 
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to improte it, and I hope jou are not so ceremo- 
nious as to leave us nnless your presence is really 
needed at home.'* 

Emmeline's eyes suddenly filled with tears, 
which were a mystery to Hannah, as the occasion 
seemed scarcely to demand them. " I feel your 
kindness exactly as you mean me to feel it,^ said 
she hurriedly, ^^ such as I should be delighted to 
avail myself of, and not as a painful Obligation; 
but— my presence, in fact, is always wanted at 
hörne« My mother suffers so much from ill health, 
low spirits, and vexation of one kind or another, 
that I am almost indispensible to her. Arthur can 
spare me very well now." 

Hannah feared that Miss Huntley was, in re- 
ality, being sent home, sooner than her own in- 
clinations prompted. She had no other way of 
accounting for her want of spirits during the even- 
ing; and the idea did not tend to enliven her own. 
Rosina's soul was intent on a little drawing of 
Summerfield, which she was finishing for Emme- 
line. She was very prone to form sudden and 
strong Ukings and dislikings; and a week's inti- 
macy had convinced her that Miss Hunüey was 
one of the sweetest girls in the world. As their 
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chaxacters and habits were veiy different, it is pos- 
sible that time might have persuaded her that this 
sweet girl was rather insipid, had narrow ideas, 
or wanted geueral knowledge, all which were de- 
fects Rosina was much in the habit of attributing 
to her acquaintance; but at present, Emmeline's 
style of dressing her hair was just ihe thing, her 
temper was beyond praise, her hand and hand- 
writing the prettiest in the world, her heart ex- 
cellent ; she was, in short, a creature whom it was 
impossible not to love ! 

The next day being Sunday, Huntley would 
not allow Emmeline to be kept ttom church on his 
account, 'and she therefore accompanied the Well- 
fords. While he sat at his cottage window, alter- 
nately reading ^Noctes Ambrosianse/ and analyz- 
ing autumnal tints, two innocent and grateAd 
hearts were retuming thanks for his recovery. In 
the evening he accompanied his sister to Mrs. 
Wellford's, and was more cheerful, even-tempered, 
and like his usual seif, than he had been since 
his illness. He could even be kind to Em- 
meUne, and laugh at ^^ the enthusiastic tempera- - 
ment of his litüe sister." Emmeline looked sur- 
prised and pleased at the diminutive; and it 
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would have been well if in the gaiety of her heart, 
she had not once, in alluding to former times, 
casually mentioned the name of " Miss Medwin.** 
Like Lord Byron, " he gave her a look,'' and 
Hannah then first leamt how Hunüey cotUd look 
on certain oecasions. But Emmeline had been 
too much used to stand the fire of his eye to be 
silenced for more than a few minutes ; and if her 
remarks were more weighed and her gaiety some- 
what more chastised than before, it was never- 
theless a happy evening. It was prolonged, for 
Emmeline^s sake, rather more than prudence 
would have dietated for Huntley; and as the bro- 
ther and sister were to part to-night, they walked 
home together, and Miss Himtley afterwards re- 
tumed alone. She begged that as the stage passed 
through Summerfield very early in the moming, 
no one would disturb themselves on her account, 
which, however, they would not promise. 

" Eleven o'clock, I declare," said Emmeline 
with a sigh. " My last evening in Summerfield is 
at an end." 

" Not your^ last, 1 hope," said Rosina. " Per- 
haps you will come again." 

" How much we sometimes wish, Mrs. Well- 
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ford, to know whether an accidental meeting will 
be a point £rom which a long and increasing 
friendship will hereafter be dated, or whether it 
will stand like a bright little spot in future retro- 
gpections, or perhaps be altogether lost sight of ! 
Thaij I am sure, will not be ihe case with me in 
the present instance. Still, I should like a little 
peep into futurity." 

" Ah ! who would not," exclaimed Rosina. 

The next moming, Miss Hunlley, on Coming 
softly down stairs, in hopes that Mrs. Wellford, 
at least, would not be aroused, foimd Hannah 
already making breakfast, and her mother cutting 
Sandwiches; while Rosina, without considering 
whether a nosegay might be in the way in a stage 
coach, was tying up a bouquet of her latest roses. 
£mnieline, with more feeling than eloquence, 
could only reiterate " How much I am obliged to 
you ! — this is excessively kind — I am sure I shaU 
never forget how kind you have been to me." 
She expressed something like a wish, hope, or 
entreaty, ihat Hannah would write to her, which 
Hannah, very opportunely called out of the room 
by Betty, had no occasion to hear, and Emme- 
line had not quite sufficient courage to repeat it. 
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The moment of parting came too quickly, and 
wheu the coach door closed on her, she was glad 
to find her only companion an old woman, too 
drowsy and unconcemed to notice that her eyes 
were shinmg with tears. 

" I Gertainly like Miss Huntley exceeding^y ! ^ 
seid Rosina, drawing a long breath as she re- 
entered the cottage. " My dear Hannah, you did 
not hear her say that she wished you would write 
to her." 

" I am glad I did not." 

" Glad! you do not Hke her then as much as I 
do!" 

" Oh, indeed, Rosina, I like her very much," 
said Hannah, smiling; ^^ but we may love a person, 
and yet not wish to correspond with him." 

" What possible objection could you have to 
correspond with Miss Huntley?" 

" What pleasure can I have in corresponding 
with any one ? I who write such stupid letters ? " 

Hannah lefl Rosina, who exclaimed within her- 
seif, " Certainly I do pity a person who cannot, 
and who feels she cannot, write a good letter ! It 
is a real misfortune ! " And wiih an irrepressible 
yawn, the consequence of too early rising, she 
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began to consider what she should do with the 
superfluous hour that remained on her hands. 
Luctily it occurred to her that she could write to 
Matthew, and teil him all dbout Mr. Huntley and 
his sister from beginning to end. " It is. a real 
misfortune not to be able to write a good letter !" 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A WALK ON THE DOWNS. 

The year was now falling into the seor and yellow 
leaf, and the woods were assuming those brilliant 
tints which Washington Irving has beautifully 
compared to the deceitful hectic on the cheek of 
consumption. The air possessed that diy, soft 
warmth which often succeeds a short period of 
rain, even as the mind, after sinking beneath sor- 
row and tears, attains a healthy cheerftdness worth 
more ihan its former gaiety. It was just the 
weather to promote the recovery of Huntley, 
whose gratitiide to his friends for their kind- 
ness during his illness, was very strongly feit and 
animatedly expressed. Hannah now possessed 
more attractions in his eyes than ever. Bat with 
an ague chill of disappointment, he perceif ed ihat 
she was no longer the same. It would be difficult 
to teil what precise tone, look, or expression 
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awoke him to ihe painful tniih; for Hannah, 
fearful of grieving him wHle Ms health was barely 
re-established, was prevented by pity from inten- 
tionallj betraying any alteration of feeling ; bat 
pity, though akin to love, may be distinguished 
from it; and there was an occasional look of 
alarm, of uneasiness, which set Huntley's fancy 
to work. He now never saw her alone ; it seemed 
as if ihere were an icy barrier between them 
which imparted its benumbing influenee to whieh- 
ever attempted to surmount it He fretted and 
chafed at the unknown obstacle, which he knew 
not how to break through. 

One moming, opportunity seemed to favour his 
wishes. He found Hannah alone, and though she 
soon invented a pretext for quitting him and 
going in search of her mother, he detained her. 
" Will you take a walk with me, tbis moming ?" 
Said he, in bis most persuasive manner. 

To his surprise and pleasure. Hannah, after a 
momenf s pause, acceded, without any further soh- 
citation. He thought, when she rejoined him, 
that she looked paler than usual. 

" Which way shall we go ?" said he. 
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" To ihe Downs," said Hannah. 

They walked on in silence, for the minds of 
both were too füll for utterance, Hannah, especi- 
ally, while endeavouring to fortify herseif for the 
explanation she was meditating, feit her courage 
dying away even before it was needed, and ahnost 
wished the süence might never be broken. At 
length, when they had reached a perfecüj still 
and solitaiy part of the Downs, Huntley took and 
genüy pressed the hand which rested on his arm ; 
and in a voice modulated to the softest and most 
penetraüng tendemess, said, with a smile which 
seemed to expeet no imflattering answer, 

" How long, Hannah, is it since you have 
ceased to love me ?" 

Hannah's heart died within her; but aller 
a moment's struggle» she replied " Only since I 
have leamt to believe you unworthy of my 
esteem." 

" Just Heaven !" exclaimed Huntley, starting 
with agony, at an answer for which he had been 
so whoDy unprepared. " You are not in eamest, 
Hannah ? You cannot mean to say that T have 
actually lost your affection ?" 
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" I fear you have not," said Hannah, looking 
down, " but now. is perhaps ihe best time, Mr. 
Huntley, for— " 

" Mr. Huntley ?" interrupted he, passionately, 
" I answer to no such name from your Ups !— 
Call me Huntley, Arthur, what you will, — any 
thing but that chilling word which seems to teil 
me you could part from me as composedly as if I 
were the acquaintance of an hour !" 

" That 1 can never do," said Hannah, trembling 
at his vehemence of look and manner; " but alas ! 
Himtley, it might have been better for us if we 
had never met." 

" Why so ? Why would it have been better, 
Hannah, that the best and most exquisite portion 
of my life had never been ? What was I before 
I knew you ? How v^orse than wasted now ap- 
pear all the years that elapsed before that time ! 
And have you not known what it was to love ? 
Better for us never to have met ? Can you teil 
me so with that ealm look and that unfaultering 
voice ? Good heavens, is it possible that I can 
have been deceived in you ?" 

" No, Mr. Huntley, it is not possible," said 
Hannah, sighing. 
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" Whence then this change ?** 

^ It is for our mutual welfare.'* 

" Not for mine," interrupted he with emotion. 

^* For mine then,'' said Hannah, " and would 
you wish me to leave you in error when my own 
feelings have changed, or persist in an engage- 
ment which would be fatal to my peace of 
mind ?" 

" Oh, who has robbed me of your confi- 
dence ? " exciaimed he with anguish. '^ Has Em- 
meline — ^" 

" Emmeline, Mr. Huntley ? She never spoke 
of you but with the wärmest affection." 

" I know her generous way of eulogizing," said 
Huntley bitterly. " A thousand to one, her absurd 
confidences or her injudicious, palpable manoeuv- 
ring has been the cause of this ! I foresaw this ! " 

« Oh, Mr. Huntley!"— 

** Has Russell then been my enemy ? " cried he. 

" Alas, Mr. Huntley, you have had no enemy 
but yourself." 

" Myself ? " he repeated with a bewildered and 
uneasy air — "Ah, Hannah!" he contiDued in 
genüer accents : " If you knew the schemes of 
happiness with which I had connected you ! Give 
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me someihing to defend, to confess, or to protest 
against. How have I offended you ? " 

" Yöu have not offended me. Do I speak or 
look as if I were offended ? If I were, this ex- 
planation would not be so painful to me. It is 
only increased kijowledge of your general charac- 
ter which makes me fear — ^ 

He was resolved not to intemipt her, but her 
voice became inaudible. 

'^ Let me think over all my crimes/' said 
Huntley with forced u-ony, " and dkcover which 
is likely to have been least excusable in a lady's 
fancy. . Inconstancy cannot be one of them at 
any rate. I never knew what real love was, tili I 
saw you, and can never feel it for any one eise. 
You must be so seeure of this, that all the oaths 
in a laver's calendar could not make it more certain. 
Confess, Hannah, that you do me this justice at 
any rate. You believe that I love you — ^" 

" That you love me now — ^" 

" Now and for ever 1" he reiterated, " I swear it 

to you by — " 

" No, Mr. Huntley, you were right just now, 
in sayingthat oaths could not make affection more 
certain. Even if they could — ^ 
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" TMs then, is not my offence, Teil me, for 
hcaven's sakc, wliat you dislike ; teil me what 
you dread." 

" I dread," said she timidly, " your placiag only 
a nominal faith in that heaven on which you so 
often call." 

Huntley was momentarily ohecked. " It ia 
true," said he, rather out of coiuitenance, " that 
like the generality of young men, I am not — I 
have not been — in sliort, that I do not tfaink so 
much of these things as you do, But thatshould 
never be a subject of dispute between us, We 
would leave it untouched." 

" It is easy," said Hannah, " for you to leavc 
untouclied a subject which you feel uninterestjng 
and tiresome ; but could 1 he happy in consi^ing 
to the same oblivion, the source of all my hope, 
consolation, and dread ? Or could I be at peace, 
knowiug that you had no higlier motive or check 
than mere feehng ? My weakness is my strength. 
Hard as it is to listen to you and yet be true to 
one's seif, yet your very offer of such terms, con- 
vinceE me that no tenns could sccurc our happi- 
ness." 

" But your crecil should he mine," cried Hunt- 
ley, eagCTly. " Cau I promise more than this?" 
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^ No one can promise conviction." 

" Love is not conviction, I know, but it may 
lead to it. Is not it your favourite Mr. Russell's 
opinion that the will has much to do with belief? " 

" And therefore, Huntley, what security could 
I have for your belief, depending only on your 
wiD?" 

" Hannah, do you think me beyond the hope of 
conviction or amendment ? " 

" That would be terrible indeed," said Hannah 
shuddering, " but I could not rely on the hasty 
conviction which you promise, obtaining a real in- 
fldence over principle or temper." 

" You think my temper violent. I own that I 
cannot always controul it; but can you dread, 
Hannah, that I should ever be such a wTetch as 
to tum its fury against you ? " 

" Yet it would be nearly as painful for me to 
see it fall on those connected with you by earlier 
ties than myself." 

" You refer to my mother and sister ;" said Hunt- 
ley aller a momenfs pause. "Well, I will be 
candid with you. Hannah. For my mother, she 
has no just cause of complaint ; and I confess I 
cannot love Emmeline." 

VOL. II. N 
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" But what a coiifession!^ exch&med Hannali. 
" You acknöwledge that you caAnot love a sister 
who endeavours to concOiate you by eyery means 
in her power, to whom you owe gratitude as well 
as afFection !" 

*^ Emineline's mind, manners, tray s of thinking 
in every respect, are diametxically opposed to 
mine," said he, quickly ; " how then can affection 
exist between us ?" 

" It eloes exist on one aide." 

" My taste is unfortunateiy fastidious, and Em- 
meline has a total want of refinement.'' 

" I could not perceive it myself. Yet that 
might possibly proceed from my own deficiency 
in the same respect ;— but how could /, then, hope 
to satisfy you ?" 

"How immeasurable p. difference! *Your's is 
native refinement, and Emmeline's, native vul- 
garity ! " 

" Vulgarity ! " repeated Hannah. 

" Did you ever hear her laugh?" said he. 

This question made Hannah sbrink from her 
lover with more dislike, than, a moment befbre, 
she could have believed him capable of exciting. 
There was a repulsive, biting sarcasm in bis 
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manner of uttermg it, which caused a complete 
revulsion in her feelings; and at once convinced 
her, that there was a total unfitness between 
Huntley's disposition and her own. 

" Enough, Mr. Huntley," said she in an altered 
tone, " you have convinced me that we can never 
understand one another." 

She dropped her band £rom his arm, and 
tumed homewards. 

"Hannah! Hannah!" cried he with instant 
remorse, "vexatlon has made me ahnost beside 
myself. Do not give me up for the hasty expres- 
sion of a moment!" 

" How can I judge of you," inquired Hannah 
sorrowftdly, "exceptfrom the hasty expressions of 
a moment?" 

Hiintley sighed bitterly, and accompanied her 
in silence. He had $o little questioned a gratefiil 
acceptance of his affection, that he was iinpre- 
pared for the defence of errors which he had been 
accustomed to consider as venial foibles charac- 
teristic of spirit and genius. Nothing could equal 
his surprise and perturbation on discovering that 
they had power to place an insuperable barrier 
between himself and a being whose strength 

n2 
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he had believed solely to consist in a boundkss 
capacity of loving. 

Both were töo powerfiilly absorbed in thonght to 
^ake much notice of what passed around them; or 
if Huntley looked üp now and then at the dark- 
ened sky, it was with a feeling of its accordance 
with bis own gloomy mind rather tban a pre- 
sentiment of stormy weaiher. The brilUancy 
of the day had, however, been observed during 
their walk; clouds had gathered, and there was 
that pecuUar heaviness in the atmospbere which 
now and then precedes a thunder storm late in 
the season. Suddenly, as Hannah was Walking 
horaewards at an accelerated pace, with her eyes 
fixed on the ground, a flash of lightning seemed 
almost to tear open the earth beneath her feet, 
and was immediately followed by a loud clap 
of thunder. She turned excessively pale, and 
could scarcely help screaming; for alarm at thun- 
der was almost the only foolish fear to which she 
was subject, and the present nervous State of her 
mind made her less able to overcome it. 

" Let US run," said Huntley, drawing her arm 
within his own, "the storm threatens to be violent." 
And hurrying through the rain, which began to 
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fall in torrents, they soon gäined the shelter 
formed by a small thicket, scarcely of sufficient 
height to be dangerous. 

" You are trembling," said Huntley, passing 
his arm arouud her; "fear nothing! No bolt 
shall reach you, unless it first strikes me." 

"Is this a safe shelter for us?" said Hannah, 
scarcely able to draw her breath. " The lightning 
may strike the trees." 

"They are not very high, and I think this 
driving rain presents more real danger; but decide 
for yourself." 

Hannah was on the point of deciding against 
the shelter, when she remembered the origin of 
Huntley's illness, and looking anxiously at him, 
saw how much he was already flushed with the 
exertion of running a short distance. " We will 
remain," said she hesitatingly. 

Huntley saw the look and guessed the motive. 
"Hannah!" exclaimed he triumphantly, "you 
can think of me before yourself in such a moment 
as this ! You love me still ! " 

"You must not believe it," said Hannah faintly. 

Huntley looked at her eamestly, and an expres- 
sion of grief took place of his glowing smile of 
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transport. He folded his axms^ and walked to 
the extremity of ihe limited shelter, gazing leck- 
lessly at the war of elements. 

"Now mischief, dö yourwork!" muttered he, 
in a suppressed but distinct tone, ev^ry syllable 
of which reached the ear for which it was in- 
tended — " * Spit, fire ; spout, rain ! ' Flash, light- 
ning! — Strike, smite, rieduce me to cinders if you 
will — it is aU the same to me." 

"Forbear!" exclaimed Hannah, bursting into 
teal^, as a flash seemed aböut to take him at^ his 
Word, "it is dreadful, — impious! — " 

" Strike me if you will," pursued Huritley wiih 
bitter laughter, " * I'll tax not you^ ye elements, 
with unkindness.' What! In teai^, Hannah! 
In tears for one whose fate is indifferent to you, 
one whom you cannot understand? Come?" 
Said he, changing his forced irony for real feeling, 
" say that we are again all to each other that we 
were before my illness." 

" I must not — I cannot." 

" Then farewell," cried HunÜeyy breaking fh)m 
her abruptly. He soon paused, and retumed. 
"I cannot leave you here," said he; and leaning 
against a tree, he averted Ms face^ and watched 



VILLAGE BELLES. 271 

the breaking clouds-without making any furtl^^ 
attempt to soften her. Hannah meanwhile wept, 
though in silence. 

After a veiy tedious quarter Qt an hour, the sky 
cleared. " Shall we retam ? " said Huntley, drily . 
Hannah only replied by Walking forw^rds, and 
was glad that he did not ofier his arm. So painful 
a distance did there now seem between^ them, that 
she regretted that the nearerpath which they had 
taken, forced her to be indebted to him for open- 
ing a gate, and assisting her over a stUe ; since 
these little courtesies, once rendered will) affßc- 
tionate gallantxy, were now performed with a 
scrupulous attention humiUating to the receiver. 
On the latter occasion, Huntley had the first op- 
portunity of noticing the traces of. emotion in 
Hannah's pale cheeks and heavy eyes. 

" I never thought tili to-day,'' said he, as they 
walked on, " that Miss Wellford was a coquette." 

"A coquette!" repeated Hannah in amaze- 
ment. 

" I now begin to read your character and Mr. 
Russell's aright" 

"Oh, Mr. Himtley!" exclaimed she, almost 
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voicelesdy, " how wrongly you judge of both 
ofus!** 

He was silent. 

" Indeed," resumed Hannah, quite unable to 
leave such an accusation uncontradicted, ''I am 
certain you cannot think thus in your heart — ^you 
cannot have known us so long, and ihink that you 
only now understand us." 

Huntley was again silent from policy, thinking 
he had touched the right chord, and that this 
simple-minded girl would be eager to pacify his 
jealousy. But Hannah was too secure in inno- 
cence to have more than a momenf s alarm on this 
score; she feit that Huntley could not be jealous; 
and they reached the garden gate in silence. 
Then, detaining her for a moment before she en- 
tered, Huntley said in a low, husky voice, " Still, 
Hannah, still obdurate?" 

She raised her eyes, brimming with tears, but 
gave no look of dissent. 

" Cold-hearted girl," exclaimed he. " This is 
what I suppose you will call the sacrifice of feel- 
ing to principle — of my feelings to your principles ; 
but it will not secure even yoiw own happiness, 
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and youi's will be the blame, into whatever ex- 
cesses disappointment and recklessness may hurry 
me." 

He left her abruptly ; and Hannah, scarcely able 
to Support herseif, entered the garden. Her mo- 
ther met her at the door, and inquired with anxiety 
how she had escaped the storm. But she seemed 
imable to understand the question. Her Ups me- 
chanically moved without uttering any sound : she 
laid aside her bonnet, sat down, and endeavoured 
to turn her breath, but was unable. Mrs. Well- 
ford was alarmed by her manner, and sending Ro- 
sina for some hartshom, she took her daughter's 
hand, and silently waited for an explanation tili 
she should recover herseif. The suffocating feel- 
ing could not last long; Hannah convulsively 
clasped her mother's hand, and was instautly in 
hysterics. The tale was imperfectly told in broken 
accents, — ^its conclusion had already been guessed. 
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CHAPTER XXL 



A MORAL. 



HüNTLET passed some hours in a storm of pas- 
sion : he then begaü to think of Hannah more 
temperately, and to believe that Mr. Russell, for 
ends öf his öTm> häd persuaded her to a sacrifice 
which her heart would not have dictated. Scarcely 
did the possibility occur to him, when he settled 
it into a fact : under ihis new Impression he wrote 
to Haunah, and left the letter at the cottage him- 
self. During the remainder of the evening he was 
iü hopes of receiving an ans wer; and whenforced 
to abandon the expectation, his anger reverted to 
its first object, whom he now accused of coldness 
of heart. " She never did, she never cauld appre- 
ciate such love as mine!" exclaimed he, as he 
impetuously paced his narrow room. " How prone 
we are to believe that a lovely face must be the 
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index of as perfect a mind ! That eveimeas of 
manner, which I fancied was the restraint femi- 
nine modesty held over strong feeling, is nothing 
after all, but the composure of a selfish dispos^- 
tion. She can neither err, nor have $ufficient 
magnanimity to forgive errors. She never feit 
anguish ! She never loved ! " 

The next moming, Huntley feit that he could 
not abandon Hannah without anothex effort to re- 
gain her. He went to ihe White Cottage, — found 
Mrs. Wellford and Rosina in the parlour, — and 
guessed, from their embarrassed manner, that his 
hopes had little on which to depend. After break- 
ing off two or three hurried sentences, — for how 
could he speak on indifferent subjeets ? — he ven- 
tured to inquire after Miss Wellford, and to hope 
that she was not confined to her room. 

"Not, — not by illness," said Mrs. Wellford, 
with hesitation. 

" If she would permit me only a single moment 
— dear Mrs. Wellford, there was some misunder- 
standing, — in the name of your former kindness 
to me,^^ said he, taking her band and almost ready 
to bend his knee, " be my Inend now. Five mi- 
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nuteSy peiliapsy wi^bt senre fiir iinr jnsrifira» 

tioii— "• 

"^ I fear, not,'' said Mn. WelUbid, sc^ened b j 
bis distress, ^ bowerer, Bosina, asik jcmr sisler — ^ 

Rorina did not requiie a seccmd biddmg. 

** And, now, for Hearen^s sake," exdaimed be, 
as soon as she bad disappeaied, ^ tdl me wbat 
are my crimes, and who are mj accoseis.^ 

^^ No one bas been jour accoser, Mr. Huntlej. 
We have merelj drawn inferences firom wbat we 
have casually heard and seen; and the resolt of 
those inferences in my daagbtei's mind, bas been, 
that in spite of your raried talents, you coiüd not 
make her happy." 

" And is your own opinion the same?'* 

" T must confess that it is." 

" And this is the punishment," said he, resting 
his hoad on bis hands, " of boyish folly." 

" You lead me to expect, however, that you 
can justify yourself — " 

" No," said he, bitterly, " if Hannah, judging 
of mo, by wbat she has seen me, can feel that I 
am unworthy of her, there could be little chance 
of her loving me if she knew all ! " 
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Rosina retumed with reluctant steps to say, 
that her sister did not feel well enough lo leave 
her room. Huntiey quite lost seif command. He 
criminated himself and then endeavoured to obtain 
Mrs. Wellford's approval of his candour, and hiö 
desire of amendment. She commended it, but said, 
it was too slight a security for her daughter's hap- 
piness. From persuasion to entreaty, from en- 
treaty to reproach, and even threats of snicide, 
which terrified Rosina into tears, Huntiey pro- 
ceeded, in ihe vain hope of softening, convincing, 
or intimidating Mrs. WelUbrd. At length, bid- 
ding both of them farewell, he left the house. 

Huntiey paused a moment at the gate, and 
looked towards the vicarage; but the thought of 
a moment was abandoned with a feeling of haugh- 
tiness, and he rapidly walked home. Here he paid 
his bills, packed up his pictures, and gave di- 
rections for their being sent to town. Some hours 
must elapse befbre the aftemoon coach would pass 
through Summerfield; he therefore quitted the 
cottage, in hopes that activity of body might 
allay the fever of the mind, and hunied towards 
the downs. On his retum through a lane after an 
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oimless walk to a considerable distance^ he met 
the rery man he wished to shun, Mr. Rus- 
seU. 

As Hnntley was &r from desiring to seek aym- 
pathy from any ose at this moment, and least of 
all from Mr. Russell, he attempted to pass him 
with a common salutation ; but the vicar, strack 
by his lowering countenance, was resolved not to 
be so easily shaken off. 

" Where are you going in such haste ?" said he, 
smUing. 

" Home," answered Himtley. 

"Home?" 

" Literally. I shall be on the road thither in 
half an hour. You have sared me the trouble of 
leaving a P. P. C. card." 

" Why, this is something sudden ! You will 
retum to us again, I suppose?" 

" Never," said Huntley, in a tone of such an- 
guish as to fill his good-natured rival with concem. 
It was impossible at that moment to doubt Mr. 
Russell^s sincerity. Huntley feit it. 

" Russell," said he, " I am the most miserable 
ofmen!" 
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" That is a strong expression, my dear Hunt- 
ley,'* Said Mr. Russell. 

" I have been deceived, betrayed !" exclaimed 
he. " I thought Hannali loved me." 

" I thought so too," Said the vicar. 

" Then we have both been mistaken. But you, 
Mr. Russell, have a great deal of influence. An 
hour ago, I would have scomed to have solicited 
it, but—" 

" You give me too much credit. I believe I 
have less than you have. But, my dear Huntley, 
be calm — " 

" I never was calmer — I have the calm of de- 
spair ! — ^And yet, if I could see her once more, 
there might be a little to hope — ^" 

" Why not write ?" 

" I have written, but she refuses to see me." 

" Then, my dear Huntley, from my knowledge 
of Haunah^s character, I should say that your case 
is bad. If she has so far conquered her feelings, 
believe that her principles will carry her through 
with it. With perfect sincerity I can say ihat I 
am sorry for you, for I know — " 

" What it is to love Hannah !" interrupted 
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Huntley. " I believe you, Mr. Russell, on my 
soul ! If I had had fair play — ^" 

" What then ?" said Mr. Russell, with a look 
which checked bim at once. 

^* She would have been mine," seid Huntley, 
raoodily. 

".She would have been yours if you had had 
fair play — ^And you believe that I know what it is 
to — If I do know what it is to love Hannah, Mr. 
Huntley, who has had fair play ? — I have never 
mentioned the name of love to Hannah : if there 
has been any supplanting in the case, who was 
the supplanter ?" 

" There could be no supplanting," said Hunt- 
ley, " when no pretensions were supported on 
your side." 

" You either do or do not think nie a rival — "^ 

" Not an open one.*" 

" Admitted : I have not been. Was it not 
enough then to expeet firom a sileut one, who saw 
another step into the place which he had indulged 
the hope of occupying, that he should remain in- 
active, and let things take iheir course ? — In such 
circumstances, not to hate, surely amoimted al- 
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raosl to a virtue. But Huntiey, I did more. At 
first, certainly, I thought your admiration of Han- 
nah sprang merely from your enthusiasm as an 
artist. I was stupid enough to believe that you 
merely wished to paint her picture. When I de- 
tected the truth, the blow was severe ; but having 
at that üme no doubt, but that you were qualified 
infinitely beyond myself, to make her happy, I 
smothered my own feeliligs as I could, and had 
not the remotest idea of entering into competition 
with you. Subsequent events led me to suppose 
that you were not so fitted for each other as had 
at first appeared. More than I had done, I could 
not do. Less than I then did, I could not do. 
Essential as you may think Hannah is to your 
happiness, I do not think that you would secure 
hers ; and feeling for her as you teil me I feel, — 
can you wonder, Huntley, that I should shun the 
ofBce of your advocate ?" 

" I cannot," said Huntley, hastily. " You have 
been a generous rival — you have been kind to me 
in health and in sickness — ^but I cannot do justice 
to you now. You say your interference has not 
been selfish — doubtless it has been well meaning 
— though I own I could have dispensed witli it — 
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and 1 hope you will be happy. You may be more 
fortun^te than I have been, but you cannot love as 
I have done !" 

" Why, Huntley, should not this painfui lesson 
teach you — ^ 

** Excuse me," cried Huntley, colouring, " I 
QXä not quite able to bear a lecture now — there 
is no danger of my forgetting the moral of the 
lesßon." 

" You mistake me. I was only going to say that 
with youT mind still sore under this stroke, a very 
little self-command — " 

" Here then we must part," said Huntley, ap- 
pearing not to hear him, as they reached Mrs. 
Stokes^s gate, " the coach will enter Summerfield 
in half an hour, and my portmanteau is still un- 
packed. Farewell !" 

Mir. Russell shook hands with him with much 
feeling. 
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CHAPTER XXII. 



HEABT BBEAKIN6. 



" He is gone!" said Rosina abruptly, as she en- 
tered her sister's room. 

" Gone!" repeated Hannah. 

" Yes, Mrs. Stokes has just told us so. She 
brought a parcel for mamma; and what do you 
thiük it contained? Thepicture!" 

" I hope I shall never see it, seid Hannah, 
shuddering. 

" You shall not; do not be afraid. Mamma 
has locked it up. What a splendid present, and 
yet, how impossible to look at it without pain ! " 

" And he is quite gone ! " 

Hannah hid her face in her hands. She could 
not shed tears. Rosina endeavoured to rouse her, 
but after severaJ ineffectual attempts, she desisted 
aiid left her to herseif, thinking that Hannah 
might perhaps weep when alone. 
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With Huntley's departure terminated the fever- 
ish dread of new and less easily withstood appeals 
which had hitherto kept Hannah in hourly alarm ; 
but the sinking of mind which ensued was scarcely 
less trying. Her strength, which had been equal 
to the sacrifice, gave way now that it was over, 
and it was fortunate for her constancy that Hunt- 
ley knew not the self-abandonment, the relenting, 
and the regret, which foUowed his departure, lest 
he should have retumed to find her faiütering 
heart an easy victory. She sank into a lisüess 
dejection, which shrank from sympathy and loath- 
ed Society and emplojrment. 

Rosina was surprised. She had not believed 
Hannah possessed of sufficient energy to resign 
Hunüey, — and she had concluded that her self- 
command and equanimity would have better se- 
cured her from the effects of the trial. She coidd 
not uuderstand the union of strength and weak- 
ness in the same quiet character. 

Mrs. Wellford was much alarmed when she 
found that Hannah's melancholy settled into a 
habit, instead of yielding to time and reason. 
She endeavoured to rouse her by direct and indi- 
rect methods, but her languor of mind seemed 
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incurable« A disposition not liable to common 
weaknesses was not amenable to common reme- 
dies. If her mother ventured to throw a little 
reproach into her remonstrances, she wept ago- 
nizingly, bat the pain was unaccompanied by 
profit. Rosina's cheerfuhiess, which indeed had 
lately become forced, scarcely excited a smile; 
and of Mr. Russell she seemed to have a horror. 
She even peevishly broke off the subject when 
he was named. Disease must have obtained a 
fearful hold when Hannah's temper failed. 

The autumn was now nearly over, and miry 
ways, suUen skies, and chilling winds, bespoke 
the presence of November. Dreary as was the 
outward face of things, no less dreary were the 
feelings of the inhabitants of the White Cottage. 
Winter, indeed, is dark and unlovely, yet it had 
generally been welcomed with cheerfulness ; Sum- 
merfield was not more gloomy, more leafless, or 
more clouded than usual at the fall of the year. 
What then made it appear so changed ? Fassion 
had been there. Tranquillity ceases to be valued 
when we have recently known delight ; it is only 
after the turbulence of grief, that it can be again 
appreciated. The last six months had been a pe- 
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riod of unceasing excitement; and now that the 
litüe circle once more closed round its own hearth, 
the chann of domestic privacy was not imme- 
diately feit. There was much more to tbink of 
with regret> in the past, than to enjoy in ihe prä- 
sent, or hope for in the future. Mrs. Wellford, 
indeed, as she made up the evening blaze, could 
exclaim, " How long it is since we have enjoyed 
anice, unintemipted winter evening!'* but only 
faint smiles rose on the lips of her daughters ; and 
when she gazed on the fading countenance of 
Hannah, and considered that more caution on 
her own part might have averted the ruin of her 
happiness, her individual enjoyment of long quiet 
evenings might be doubted. 

Rosina was now foreed to take her daily walks 
without a companion, for Hanuah almost inva- 
riably excused herseif on the plea of a head-ache 
or the cold, though in reality on account of her 
disinclination to any bodily or mental exertion. 
Rosina's spirits, therefore, which depended not a 
litüe on the excitement of a companion, became 
almost as cheerless as her sister's; and nothing 
that she saw in her walks had much tendency to 
enliven them. The downs reminded her of sketch- 
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ing excuTsions with Mr. Huntley ; the lanes, of 
Lewis Famington. She wearied herseif with idle 
conjectures as to the future, and considered how 
lonely the world would be to her if she should 
lose Hanuah. In one of these solitary walk«) 
she met Mr. Russell, whom she had seldom seen 
lately. He was Struck, on her approach, by the 
deep seriousness of a coimtenance which he had 
been accustomed to connect only with smiles. 

"What, all alone, Rosina?" said he. 

" Hannah seldom leaves home now," said 
Rosina dejectedly. 

" Indeed! I am surprised,— I am sorry to hear 
that! — Is not she well?" 

" I think," said Rosina, averting her brimming 
eyes, " that she is dying." 

"Dying, Rosina! She miist not die— " ex- 
claimed he with sudden energ}-. "No! she has 
too much strength of mind to fall a prey to 
regret!" 

" I thought so once," said Rosina, " but none 
of US understood her." 

" She wtII not die," repeated Mr. Russell, with 
deep feeling, — " Heaven will give her strength to 
perfect her sacrifice. It was voluntary ; she can- 
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not repent it You are low spiritecL Rosma— jou 
are an anxious and affectionate sister, and too 
prone to take alarm. This most not be. Trost 
to time and to Hannah'^s good sense. They wiU 
bring her eure.*' 

^^ I hope so,** sighed Rosina, ^^but I am almost 
tired of hoping." 

" Let no one tire of hope. — It is often at the 
moment we are ready to abandon it, that help is 
at band. Are you not beginning to look forward 
to the retum of your younger brother?** 

" Yes, he wiD leave school in a fortnight, and 
Mr. Smith has promised to take him into his 
Office." 

" You will henceforward see a great deal of 
him, no doubt. His society will make a pleasant 
change for you. And Matthew will spend his 
Christmas with you, will not he? Does not 
Hannah look forward with pleasure to seeing her 
brothers ? " 

" Yes, but it does not occupy her thoughts so 
much as 1 could wish." 

" Never mind; they will occupy her thoughts 
when they come. It will make a change for her. 
At present you have too little change for a sick 
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mind. If you had some cheerful, busüing aunt 
or Cousin, now, to whom you could send her, er 
if Mr. and Mrs. Good were going to spend their 
Christmas with their Somersetshire friends, and 
would take her with them, unpalatable as the 
remedy might be, I have no doubt it would be 
effectual. But as this is out of the question, 
endeavour to amuse her mind as much as you 
can. Read entertaining and soothing books; 
ask her assistance in trifling employments, which 
she ynJl be too goodnatured to refuse; try to 
make her visit her favourite cottagers: there is 
nothing like the sight of others' distresses to heal 
our own." 

"Will you come in?" said Rosina, as they 
reached the gate. 

" No, not now, I thank you. Perhaps I may 
look in on you in the evening." 

Mr. Russell kept his word. He brought some 
books which he thought might please Hannah. 

" Here is a letter which perhaps you may Uke 
to see," said he to Mrs. Wellford in the course of 
the evening. 

She thanked him, and after reading a few lines, 
put it into her work-bag, saying that if he was not 
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lU a hvarj for it» sbe woiild take aaol^ei oppor- 
tiuutj of vettding it 

« ^^ And have you no curiosi^, Haanah, to know 
what discoTerieB have latelybeen made in Afirica?^ 
aaid Mr. Rüssel], tajdng up one of the books 
which be had bronght. 

'^ I dare say we shall fi»d tkem very mterest- 
ing,** repUed she langiüdly. 

^^ Shall I give you a sample of tbem ?^ And 
wkh encouragement from two of Ihe party, he 
began to read aloud. Hannah's attentkm was 
fixed fbr some time; at length she beeame ab- 
stracted, and Mr. Russell stariled her firom a 
reverie by asking rather a puzzling question re- 
specting the Niger. She hastily gave an incorrect 
reply, and was cheated into a defence of whail she 
spon foui^d must be wrong, and then into an 
explanation. Mr. Russell was so unusually stupid 
that reference to an atlas was necessary, and then 
he had so many "hows" and "whys" still left, 
that Hannah was obliged to pursue the argument. 
At length she looked wearied, and he quietly 
resumed his reading. 

" Henry Ideale telk me you never go to see him 
now,'* said Mr. Russell closing his book. 



^' I bare not feit quite equal to ttie esaüon 
lately,^ said Hannah hesitatingly. 

" Not equal to your duty ? — ^Excuse me for so 
rüde a speech; I dkl not mean to make joa start; 
but is it not a dutjr in certain cases to fulfil 
expectations when we have raised them?— This 
poor boy might bare gone on cuttmg cork modeis 
witb bis pocket-knife and plaiting straw con- 
tentedlj, if be bad never known tbe greater plea^ 
sure of frequent visits from a compassionate 
young lady, wbose instniction gave bim more 
refined tastes tban be would otberwise bave 
acquired. Poor Henry told me, that tbougb 
be knew be bad no rigbt to your kindness, 
be missed it very mucb. By tbe by, tbere 
was dame Curtis — sbe told me you bad for- 
gotten your promise abont some muffatees or 
kittycuffs, and tbat sbe did not like to remind 
you of tbem; but I told ber I was used to making 
disagreeable speecbes and tbat I would jog your 
memory." 

^^ I bad forgotten tbem,'' said Hannab, searcb- 
ing in ber basket, ^^ but sbe sball bave tbem in 
two or tbree days." 

o2 
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" May I teil her so, if I gee her?** 

" If you please.^ 

"Very well. Bemember, I have a great con- 
sideration for my character as a man of veracity." 

" You seem to think me very idle,** said Han- 
nah, faintly smiling. 

^^ What a good text this would make ! I should 
like to preach on it,^ said Mr. Russell, tuming 
orer the leaves of a book. ^^ ^ Temptation is the 
opportunity of virtue.' Whose is it, Rosina? l 
give you three guesses." 

"Addison's?'' 

«Ohno!" 

"Dr. Johnson's?" 

"No.'' . 

" Miss Frances Reynolds's?" 

*'Miss Frances Reynolds? I never heard of 
her. The sister of Sir Joshua?** 

"Yes; Dr. Johnson said her aphorisms were 
worthy of Locke or Pascal." 

" I should like to see them. No, this is bv 
old Jeremy Taylor. * Temptation is the opportu- 
nity of virtue.' I hope you feel its beauty." 

" And how would you preach on it ? Firstly, 
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on the temptation, secondly on ihe opportunity, 
and thirdly on the virtue?" 

" No, that would be a most unscholastic divi- 
sion. I would shew ihat temptations are common 
to all; that we should not run into them, vainly 
trusting in our own strength, when every day and 
night we pray to be delivered from them; but 
that when they come, unsought, we may be sure 
that they are such a^ we can overcome. Then 
I would say a word or two on diflFerent kinds of 
temptation, — temptation to amusement; such as 
young people are too apt to fall into, — ^temptation 
to trust in our own strength, and our own genius, 
the besetting error of many gifted characters- 
temptation to give up hape, which some, even 
young and sanguine, will experience, — temptation 
to indulge in luxury and creature comforts, like 
many a rieh old bachelor, — temptation to unchari- 
tableness, which is sometimes laid to the charge 
of old maids, — and temptation to sink under 
griefs, in the mistaken idea that useless melan- 
choly hurts no one but ourselves, and that we have 
a right to indulge in it — a most dangerous belief, 
even if the first supposition were true, which it 
never is." 
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A rery good sermon, no donbt,^ said Hann^ 
colouring. 

At night, wheu Hannah went to bed, her mo- 
ther entered her room and conversed with her on 
different subjects, while Rosina was sitting up to 
finish the narrative which Mr. Russell had been 
reading. Hannah had appeared more depressed 
than usual throughout the day, and Mrs. Wellford 
did not like leaving her to herseif. 

^^ Mj dear mother,** sedd she with a faint smile, 
on perceinng her solicitude, **you need not be 
alarmed— I am quite well. I am merdy in low 
spirits," 

" But when the lo\t spirits prevail day afler day, 
can I help being alarmed ? My dear Hannah, if 
the thought of alarming me really distresses you, 
do try for my sake to arouse your mind — " 

" It feels completely deadened, mother — ^Time 
only can bring its eure — '^ 

" No, my love, I think it might be accelerated 
by a little exertion. I nerer expected to see 
HannaJi surrender herseif to useless regret without 
an effort.** 

" Ah mother," said Hannah with emotion, " re- 
gret is bitter, but what is it to compunction?^ 
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^' Compunctioii, my dear! Surely you cannot 
feelthat?" 

" Yesj'* Said she> bursting into tears, " bis last 
words were, ihat mine woiild be the blame, into 
whatever excesses disappointment might huny hini ! 
They have rung in my ears ever since! Only 
think what responsibility I may have incurred — 
think what I might have saved him from; aud al) 
for my selfish interest — not mj happinessP* 

" My dear Hannah, is this the source of your 
unhappiness ? I am glad you have confided it to 
me. Think no more of it ; none of Mr. Huntley's 
errors will be attributable to you. There is no 
probability that his disappointment will plunge 
him into despair; the grief of impetuous cba*' 
racters is that which soonest abates — it is far less 
difäcult to eure than your silent despondency. 
And even if it leaves a serious Impression behind, 
it will most likely be such as will have a beneficial 
inäuence on his chaxacter.^' 

" If 1 could think so ! — But unfortunately all i» 
conjecture. If I could but hear from some one 
how he looksy how he speaks — any news almost 
wpuld be preferable to none. For good news I 
could be thankful ; and if he had plunged into 
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and wofse IblUes, I could give one long sigh 
and au woöM be orer !^ 

^ What do ycm mean, mj love, bj all would be 
orer?* 

" 1 think, — yes, I tbinkhis power over me would 
cease« I coidd not esteem bim.'' 

" Toset jonaiease,*' said Mrs. Wellford, "I can 
shew you bow Mr. Hnntlej bears bis disappoint- 
moit.'' And sbe produced tbe letter wbicb Mr. 
Russen bad giren ber. Hannab bastilj glaaced 
orer it tiU sbe came to tbe following passage : 

*^ I beaid of Hnntlej's retom, firom Hallet, who 
baring seen bim bj cbance, called at bis lodgings, 
bot found tbat be bad giren Orders to be denied. 
Tbis wbim, bowever, only lasted two or three 
days, smce wbicb be bas again become one ofus, 
attends lectores, aactions, tbe theatres, and is as 
gay a companion as ever. Tbere seems to me, 
bowerer, a Uttle recklessness in all tbis, to wbich 
you, perbaps, could fiimisb tbe key if you would. 
Old Mrs, Huntley is very iU. I understand her 
son bas been to see ber. If sbe dies, wbat will 
become of tbat poor girl, her daugbter ? Huntley 
will do wbat be must, but I fear, not what he 
should.'' 
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Hannah wept. It was not such an account as 
she had wished for ; and she had söme difficulty 
in believing herseif forgotten so soon. But the in- 
fluence of Mr. Frank RusseFs letter, on the whole, 
was salutary. 
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CHAPTER XXIII. 



HOÜSE-BREAKING. 



Hannah's thoughts were diverted from their ha- 
bitual Channel, by — a fright. Farmer Holland, in 
one night, lost all his turkeys ; and several burgla- 
ries which had been committed at Heeley, were 
still the talk and terror of the county, when Mr. 
Good's house was broken open. This would 
have been a notable occasion for the young Mr. 
Bacon's distinguishing himself in the eyes of all 
Summerfield ; unfortunately, the young gentleman 
either slept or affected to sleep so soundly, that 
Mr. Good, who had been awakened by noises be- 
low, found he was more likely to disturb the 
thieves than his hopeful pupil. He therefore 
called up his man servant, whose ears or courage 
proved more alert, and they stole down stairs 
armed with an old fowling-piece, and a poker. 
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The burglars, three in number, were alarmed, and 
fled through an open door, unhurt by the fowling- 
piece which Mr. Good fired after them. Jo&n, 
however, came up with the last of the party, in 
time to have a scuffle, in which he was worsted ; 
and the rogues escaped with a tea-pot and six 
silver spoons. The next day, all Summerfield 
was in commotion: John, with several stars of 
strapping plaster on bis face, enjoyed the repu- 
tation of a hero, and repeated bis story to twelve 
several auditors, each of whom, no doubt, car- 
ried it to twelve more. Constables were on the 
look out, footsteps traced and measured, bolts 
and bars repaired, blunderbusses and horse pistols 
loaded; Mrs. Good condoled with, Mr. Good in- 
quired after, and Mr. Bacon congratulated. Ro- 
sina, who was one of the first to hear the par- 
ticulars from Fanny Good, ran home in ecstasy 
with so exciting a piece of intelligence, and was 
disappointed at Hannah's being only half fright- 
ened enough. Her mother and Betty, however, 
displayed very gratifying alarm, and after talking 
of nothing eise the whole day, and agreeing 
that there was nothing in their house to tempt 
burglars, they went to bed with more apprehen- 



300 VILLAGE BELLES. 

sions than they liked to own. Rosina insisted 
on Ilannah's telling her, whether in any, the 
gTM^st emergency in the world, she thought she 
could have courage, if necessary, to fire a gun. 
Hannah thought she could, if she were quite 
certain of its not killing anybody. Rosina was 
certain she could not, hoped she never should be 
tried, cowered at the bare possibility, feil asleep 
with her thoughts still lull of gunpowder, and 
muttered something in her slumber that sounded 
like ^' pull the trigger.^ Hannah, whose nights 
were now very wakeful, was aroused a few hours 
before dawn by the distant bark of Rosina^s little 
dog, which was shut up in the Idtchen. She lis- 
tened, — ^heard it again, — and with rather an un- 
comfortable feeling, arose and groped her way to 
the window. It was a cold but not a dark night — 
she opened the lattice, looked out, and could see 
no one. Just as she was on the point of satisfy* 
ing herseif that her apprehensions were ground- 
less, a voice immediately beueath her window 
muttered, " If they clack, we must cut their 
throats, that's all." 

" What are you about, Hannah ? Is the window 
open?" Said Rosina, drowsily. 
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" Hush," Said Hannah, softly, " there are some 
men beneath our window." 

" Men beneath our window ! Good heavens ! " 
cried Rosina, starting up and running to open the 
door, " we are locked in ! " 

" No, if you remember, you locked the door 
last night, yourself." 

" At any rate, it will not open : I must have 
injured the lock. How stupid, when I might have 
considered that the first thing we should do, on 
any alarm, would be to open the door. This 
comes of over apprehension ! Really, it will not 
open. Shall we caU out to mamma?" 

" No, if we cannot open the door toith the key, 
we may be certain that she could not, without it." 

" Shall I ring the bell, then ?" 

" Betty will not hear it, as she is up stairs." 

" But don't you see that the thieves will ! It 
may alarm them." And Rosina rang the bell with 
such energy as to break the wire. 

" What a horrible Situation we are in ! " she ejacu- 
lated. " Are they still under the window ? " 

" No, every thing seems quiet Hark, there is 
a. noise in the poultry house." 

" Oh, my poor Gallinas!" cried l^osina. J* Well, 
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if they will content themselves with them, we may 
be very thankiul.'* 

^^ Yes, and that «xplains what I heard them 
say." 

"What?" 

" * If they clack, we must cut their throats.' " 

" Oh, Hannah ! did they really say so, and 
have you, all this time, been believing that they 
meant to cut out throats?" 

" I have been very much alarmed, but it would 
have been of no use, you know, to have screamed. 
I should neither have liked to go down stairs with 
raamma, nor for her to go down without me. If 
they are house-breakers, it is better that they 
should think us asleep, for we could make no 
defence," 

" It is really a tempting of Providence, for us to 
live in this way, without a guard.'* 

" We have been very safe, hitherto." 

They continued watching at the window for 
some time ; and at length, eveiy thing remaining 
quiet, crept to bed, shivering as much with cold 
as fear. They slept no more, and were mo«t 
thankfiil when the moming dimly dawned. Han- 
nah's first care, on arising, was to endeavour to 
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open tlie door, which with considerable difficulty 
she efiected. ßosina was no sooner dressed than 
she ran down to the chicken house. The Gallinas 
were gone ! 

Mrs. Wellford was alanned, though not so much 
as her daughters had been. She attributed the 
theft to the gipsies on Heeley Common, who 
were suspected of having stolen Miss HoUand's 
turkeys. Rosina's fright was perhaps counter- 
balanced by the pleasure of talking of it. She 
dwelt on it to Mrs. Good, Lady Worral, and 
Mrs. Greenway, and declared she would not live 
that night over again for any thing that could be 
given her. And yet, after all, when the auxilia- 
ries of darkness and terror were taken away, she 
was mortified to reflect, that there was nothing 
very romantic in a hen-roost being robbed, and 
two young ladies having locked themselves into 
their room. But the loss of the Gallinas had not 
been such an unqualified misfortune as was at first 
supposed. Hannah had been roused from her 
torpor, and was prevented from relapsing into it, 
by the change brought in the cheerfiü train of 
Christmas. Harry, after a twelvemonth's absence, 
(for he had spent his summer holidays with a 
schoolfellow,} retumed to his "family, a fine, spi- 
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riied, handsome boy of fiixteen, fall of fiankness 
and gaiety. It had beeo Us desbe to go to sei, 
but he had ceded to bis motber's wish, and was 
now looking forward to a desk and seat in an at- 
torney^s office, with as mach cheerfiilness as if it 
had always been the ohjed of bis ambition. Tbe 
Miss Greenways likewise retomed to their happy 
parents, the young Goods arriTed from school, 
Dr. Black was expected at the Ticarage, the 
Browns at the Grange, and Christmas CTebrought 
down the joyful Matthew. He was delighted to 
see bis mother, bis sisters, and bis brotber; he 
looked healthy and happy; how then coold Uan- 
nah be melancholy during bis short visit? He 
was impatient to call on the Goods; escorted the 
Miss Greenways to their door after church ; then 
brought home bis friend Sam ; and met every one 
with a smile and an outstretched hand. But if 
Summerfield were as dear to bim as ever, it no 
longer appeared to him a place of paramount im- 
portance. It looked amazingly small; it was no- 
thing to London ! Matthew had a great deal to 
relate ; he had fonnd some pleasant acquaintance, 
had been several times to the theatres, and could 
describe the public buildings. Hannah smiled, 
and Rosina applauded when be told how ^* we 
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do this and that in town," and declared ihat Harry 
would be a good looking fellow if he had a better 
tailor. The Miss Greenways' bonnets, he ob* 
served, were of the fashionable colour; and he 
bade Rosina remark that Anne Greenway wore 
large curls and few of them, which was quite 
comme il faul. He had leisure for hearing, as 
well as for narrating ; and during one of his walks 
with ßosina, begged her to teil him the whole af- 
fair of Huntley's illness, rejection, and departure. 
The recital filled him wiih concem, in spite of his 
former persucision that Huntley was unworthy of 
Hannah : he had some difficulty, however, in be- 
lieving that his sister had suffered so severely as 
Rosina described. He perceived she was thinner, 
but noticed no alteration of manner. He had yet 
to leam how much grief ihere is which passes 
shew. 

Mrs. Good gave a little dance ; Mrs. Greenway 
did the same, on which occasion, Twelfth-cake 
was cut; and it was looked upon as very droll that 
Anne Greenway should draw Beatrice, and Mat- 
thew Benedict; for Matthew knew nearly all his 
Speeches by heart, and was able to support his 
character. 

The " festivities of the season" enlivened Sum- 
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merfield for a fortnight, and ihen every body re- 
tumed to business and every ihing to its usual 
quiet course. Harry went to Heeley; he was in 
fature to spend only bis Sundays at bome —Mat- 
thew went— the Browns went — and Mr. Russell 
went! Hebadlong promised a visit to an old 
uncle and aunt. Every one missed bim, especi- 
ally when bis pulpit was filled on Snnday, by a 
pert yoimg curate Irom Heeley. Rosina talked 
most of the di£ference, and Hannah feit it most. 
Summerfield seemed to have a right to Mr. RusselTs 
perpetual presence. The church vane was blown 
down while he was away; which many thought 
might not have happened if he bad been at bome. 
When he retumed, it was with bis promised guest, 
Dr. Black. Any addition to society, Rosina 
thought, was better than none, yet the doctor's 
manners seemed more uncouth ihan ever. He was 
a good foil ceilainly, to Mr. Russell, who bad as 
much the advantage over bim in youth and good 
looks as Lewis Pennington bad over Mr. Russell. 
Hannab was daily acquiring more even spirits, 
and exerting more energy; Harry was frequenüy 
at the White Cottage, and always welcome; Mr. 
Russell and Dr. Black occasionally dropped in, 
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and tlie evenings, now past their longest, were 
sometimes very cheerfid. Dr. Black was passion- 
atelj fond of music ; he liked Rosina's voice, and 
would sit in rapturous reverie while she had the 
compla^sance to continue singing song after song 
wltbout requiring entreaty or applause. His long 
luxurious sigh at the end was reward enough, and 
she could not help relenting so fax as to own that 
" certainly the man had a soul." Mr. Russell had 
a silent triumph m seeing the unconquerable anti- 
pathy conquered; and could break o£f his dialogue 
with Hannah and her mother to give a pleased 
look at the rugged scholar coiled up with his 
elbow on the piano and bis back to the songstress, 
making a litüe solitude to himself with the palm 
of his immense hand, and imconsciously beating 
tune, while Rosina was* singing better than if she 
had had no auditor, or than if the auditor had been 
one of whom she had more dread. Dr. Black, when 
drawn out, could not only unfold the leaming of 
the Greeks, and dwell on ihe characteristic genius 
of tongues Syriac, Chaldaic, Persic, Hindostanee, 
and Chinese ; could not only illustrate the wisdom 
of Confucius, and unfold the mysteriesof Brahma; 
but recite English poetry new and old, and draw 
similes from every object that caughthis attention. 
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His Strange manner once surmounted, bis talents 
dazzled Rosina more than Hannah. She loved 
what was uncommon^ vast, and original. " You 
need not despair of seeing me all you wish me to 
be, some day,** said she one moming to Mr. Rus- 
sell, " for I have actually leamt to admire Dr, 
Black.'* 

" You afe nearly all I can wish you to be," re- 
plied Mr. Russell with pleasure. 

He could have desired that it had been Hannah 
who had leamt to appreciate his gifted friend. 
Her delicate cheek, hinting of consumption, fiUed 
him with apprehension; and in the uncomplain- 
ing patience which had succeededhermelancholy, 
he saw so much cause for uneasiness, as to be 
anxious that something should divert her thoughts 
altogether firom the dangerous Channel which it 
was evident they still too often occupied. Cir- 
cumstances were, indeed, preparing a change for 
her, but not such a change as Mr. Russell at first 
found very palatable. 
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